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“ALISON’S HOUSE”

Elsa, in Alison Stanhope’s room, has taken two silver candlesticks
from the mantel and lighted them. She pauses at Alison’s desk be-
fore she places the candles on the table and, by their light, opens the
portfolio her Aunt Agatha gave her.

(Eva Le Gallienne)
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INTRODUCTION

WELL, as the clowns of the circus were wont to shout in the
old, old days, here we are again!

The sun shines, the government at Washington still lives and
the living theatre has not been crushed, either by the economic
depression or the threat of cheaper entertainment.

The season of which this volume of the “Best Plays’ series is a
record has been a slightly skeletonized season. In New York
there have been something like fifty fewer plays produced than
were produced last year, and probably sixty below the average
number produced the last five years.

But again standards have not been lowered nor the percentage
of successes and failures noticeably changed.

Significance of a kind attaches also to the fact that there has
been greater activity in the direction of restoring the road to
something of its old-time importance this year, and particularly
this last spring, than has been noted in the last ten years. Re-
ports from the touring territory are almost excitingly optimistic.

Civic bodies in many of the minor centers that have been held
rather rigidly to a talking picture and silent movie diet the last
dozen years are taking action. In many instances they have in-
duced the lessee of the leading motion picture theatre to permit a
flesh and blood dramatic attraction to be booked into his theatre
at least one night each week.

Various commercially-minded organizations, working in the in-
terest of one manager or more, have inaugurated subscription au-
dience campaigns in many small cities adjacent to the larger and
more active theatrical centers. It is the hope of these organiza-
tions to provide an audience of guaranteed proportions with which
they can barter for touring attractions of guaranteed merit. Thus
the hope is to secure legitimate theatrical entertainment for in-
terested playgoers and at the same time do away effectively with
the old-time methods of cheating showmen.

The New York Theatre Guild has expanded its own subscrip-
tion audience lists to include twelve key cities. The Messrs. Shu-
bert have met this competition by organizing second groups of

organized playgoers in practically the same centers. The Er-
T
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langer interests have entered into agreements with many cities
under the terms of which outstanding attractions are to be booked
in civic auditoriums and other halls made available by the town
authorities.

All these activities, whether purely experimental or soundly
practical, are working toward a definite revival of interest in the
spoken drama such as has not been noticeable for many years.

The ten plays selected to represent the season of 1930-31 indi-
cate no particularly new trends in drama. They seem somewhat
more varied in character than usual, and a shade more serious.
Curiously, as has before been pointed out, periods of depression
produce few comedies to lighten a people’s burden. And these are
not generously patronized when they are produced. A half-dozen
musical revues seem to provide all needed relief for the worried
business men, and their sentimental mates flock to the heavier
drama,

“Elizabeth the Queen,” after a considerable experience touring
and experimenting with new titles and new twists in action, came
to the home theatre of the Theatre Guild to score the most pro-
nounced success of that organization’s six subscription offerings.
It has the advantage, as written by Maxwell Anderson and im-
pressively played by Lynn Fontanne and Alfred Lunt, of being at
once as true as historical drama need be and more entertaining
than most historical dramas succeed in being.

Philip Barry’s “Tomorrow and Tomorrow,” outstanding among
the serious domestic dramas, translates an Old Testament miracle
into terms of modern life with skill and feeling. It is a play that
is sensitively fine in writing and emotionally stirring in story.
There is neither waste in it, nor padding. If its ethical or moral
conclusions are disturbing they are also provocative of interesting
argument.

The Moss Hart-George Kaufman “Once in a Lifetime” is the
light comedy success of the season. Its amiably exaggerated satire
is keenly revealing of those Hollywood conditions about which
legends have been built up the last several years. Produced in
Los Angeles it was laughingly approved by its most obvious tar-
gets.

“Green Grow the Lilacs,” while no more than a subscription
audience success with the Guild’s local public, found understand-
ing audiences on tour. It is distinctly a western creation, invades
territory and reveals typical American characters unfamiliar to the
Eastern playgoer. Tt also serves to introduce in Lynn Riggs a
new writer of promise in the field of native drama. I found its
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humor bold, its characters true and its story interesting in reveal-
ing a new division of the American scene.

Rachel Crothers’ “As Husbands Go” is a typical Crothers com-
edy in that it is light in weight yet weighty in purpose. The
story is the fairly trivial adventure of two ladies from Dubuque
who find themselves staggered by their re-discovery of romance
in Paris. The insistent proposals of a pair of what might be classi-
fied as super-gigolos (that they boldly assert their individual right
to cling to the new romance) disturbs them greatly. Returning to
this crude America they are rather sanely set back in their right-
ful domestic jobs without doing violence to the logic or proper
sentimental values of their experience.

“Alison’s House,” when it was awarded the Pulitzer prize as
the original American play produced last year that best repre-
sented the educational value and power of the stage came in
for a great deal of discussion and criticism. A majority of the
professional play reviewers were opposed to the award, but their
objections in general were, to me, based largely on their disap-
pointment in the drama as entertainment.

This was, I feel, unfair to Susan Glaspell, who wrote “Alison’s
House,” as well as to the play, which had been cast and produced
by Eva Le Gallienne and her Civic Repertory company, and was
necessarily subject to the usual stock company handicaps.

As for the play, I found it interesting in story and sound in
drama, with such added attraction as biographical drama offers
to those interested in its subject. Emily Dickinson, who had been
dead some eighteen years before she was recognized as one of the
greater American poets, is a fascinating personality in the history
of American literature and Miss Glaspell’s sensitively written and
honestly sympathetic use of her story in this drama must find a
public strong in loyalty if limited in numbers.

“Five Star Final” is a crusading melodrama. It deals with that
phase of so-called “‘yellow journalism” which is of vital interest to
many American newspaper readers. It is written, and was staged,
with such skill as to arouse its audiences to a pitch of honest re-
sentment as well as tolerant smiles of disbelief when the author,
Louis Weitzenkorn, permits his prejudices to override his judg-
ment. For these reasons I included it in this list as representative
of American melodrama inspired by honest indignation.

Critical disagreement and a failure to achieve popular approval
can also be charged against the late William Bolitho’s “Over-
ture.” Dealing with the rise and fall of a citizens’ revolution in a
small town in Germany after the war, nobly led to ignoble de-
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feat by a pitifully sincere idealist, the play awakened unpleasant
memories and inspired unhappy fears for the future, which was
enough to deny it general support. But it remains, to me, a
thoughtful, provocative and generally important contribution to
the season’s drama.

Rudolf Besier’s sentimentally moving recital of the Elizabeth
Barrett-Robert Browning romance, “The Barretts of Wimpole
Street,” is one of the better type biographical dramas. Such liber-
ties as the author may have taken with the character of Elizabeth
Barrett’s father, Edward Moulton-Barrett, have been subject for
discussion and controversy, particularly in England, between the
Barrett heirs and those literary historians of psycho-analytical
leanings. In America, whatever the seeming exaggeration, it did
not throw the play out of plumb, nor materially affect its value as
drama. Its production and performance established Katharine
Cornell as an actress-manageress of brilliant promise.

“Grand Hotel” I have previously spoken of as a great adven-
ture in the theatre rather than a great play, despite the fact that
from the day of its production till well into the summer it re-
mained at the top of the list of dramas most in demand in New
York.

This play, written by Vicki Baum, represents a definite play-
writing trend at the moment, being an adaptation of that cinema
technique which cuts a play into many short scenes. This is as
important a development in play building, I feel, as was the first
introduction of the flashback in “On Trial” fifteen years ago. In
story “Grand Hotel” skillfully weaves together one day’s adven-
ture in the lives of six or eight guests temporarily resident in such
a Grand Hotel as may be found in any European city.

Plays I find named on various tentative lists prepared during
the season include Benn W. Levy’s “Mrs. Moonlight,” Frank
Craven’s “That’s Gratitude,” Robert E. Sherwood’s “This Is New
York,” Noel Coward’s “Private Lives” and Francis Goodrich and
Albert Hackett’s “Up Pops the Devil.”

“Mrs. Moonlight” was a great popular success, outrunning
“Overture,” for instance, 321 performances to 41. Still I found
it a play that falls between two technical forms. As fantasy it
was decidedly shaky in its foundations and as believable drama
it was wildly improbable.

“That’s Gratitude” is a well written comedy, plausible in story
and character, but also frankly light in theme. ‘Private Lives”
is a deft and amusing farce, but largely dependent upon the per-
sonalities and skillful playing of its actors.
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“This Is New York” was, to me, an especially well thought out
comedy that brought into interesting contrast American character
types from west and east. It was, I feel, somewhat overwritten
and its appeal was local to New York. Failing of local support
there was no excuse for substituting it for any of the plays se-
lected.

“Up Pops the Devil” was a sanely motivated and brightly
written story of life among the free young souls of Greenwich Vil-
lage, also local in theme and appeal. A cut above the run-of-the-
village plays, it did not develop sufficient strength of itself to over-
come its molded conventionalities.

Otherwise this volume of “The Best Plays,” being the twelfth,
goes to you with all its previously acquired features intact and
such added information as the season’s record has developed.

B. M.

Forest Hills, L. I., June 15, 1931.
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THE BEST PLAYS OF 1930-31

THE SEASON IN NEW YORK

THE theatre season of 1930-31, of which record is about to be
made, started excitingly with a war to end war with the ticket
speculators.

Three of the theatre’s conscientious producers, the Messrs. Ar-
thur Hopkins, Brock Pemberton and Gilbert Miller, variously
backed by their brothers in business, finally brought about the
organization of the League of New York Theatres.

The purpose of the League was to control the sale of theatre
tickets. Its membership was to, and at one time did, include
sixteen accredited ticket brokers as well as practically all local
theatre lessees and owners.

A certain allotment of seats was to be turned over to the ac-
credited brokers, who were bound by their signed agreement to
charge no more than the legal 75 cents advance over the price
of the ticket for such services as they might render.

The manager-members of the League for their part agreed to
keep a percentage of their best as well as their worst seats on
sale at their respective box offices and to abandon their former
practice of seiling blocks of seats to the brokers whenever their
plays happened to be in demand.

Everybody connected with the theatre, in other words, was
to work for the best interests of the theatre and for the protec-
tion of the theatre going public which supported the theatres.

A manager for the League (Mr. Harlow D. Savage) was en-
gaged at the excellent hard-times salary of $25,000 a year. Of-
fices were set up and the League began to function. At least
the League began to begin to function.

Unfortunately it did not function long. Soon the broker-
members were again at war with the manager-members, and the
outlaw brokers, who had been denied admission to the League,
were at war with both brokers and managers, going so far as
to sue out an injunction denying the right of the League to

operate in restraint of what they jokingly called a legitimate
trade in tickets.
3
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Producers who had been offered a six- or eight-week “buy,” or
pre-sale, of a certain number of tickets for each performance of
a play they were about to produce, protested their right to pro-
tect themselves to this extent. Brokers who refrained from
secretly violating the agreement not to buy blocks of seats com-
plained that less scrupulous associates were cheating them as
well as the public.

For months the fight waged and the fate of the League hung
in the balance. Finally the accredited brokers withdrew in a
body and it looked as though everything was over. But at this
psychological moment in stepped the Postal Telegraph company
with a proposal that each of its hundred and sixty odd branch
offices be made a branch theatre ticket office as well, selling tick-
ets by phone and by telegraph, delivering them by messenger and
charging no more than 50 cents above the price of the ticket for
this service.

The League hailed the offer with joy, a huge central office
practically lined with telephones and clerks was set up, and a
new era in theatre ticket control was inaugurated.

This Postal Telegraph service, having been taken over to some
extent by the late Joseph Leblang’s brokerage concern, is still
functioning with a degree of success. But the older speculators
are also back in the Broadway saddle, buying what they will
when they will in the way of blocks of seats.

The last seen of the Regular Playgoer who was to be pro-
tected, he was running aimlessly up and down Broadway with a
bag in his hand.

The League of New York theatres is also still in existence,
under the executive direction of Dr, Henry Moskowitz. By bind-
ing together the interests of dramatists and actors with those of
producers and theatre owners, the League has been able to do
good work in such matters as quashing vicious censorship legis-
lation at the state capitol. Through the efforts of the League
a conference board representing the theatres, the actors, the
playwrights, the district attorney and the local constabulary has
been organized to take action whenever a play or a musical com-
edy shall offend the public sense of what is lawful and decent.

Otherwise the theatre season was neither very exciting nor in
any notable way unusual. It was an anxious season for pro-
ducers, an active season for courageous angels (with both thea-
tres and actors to be hired at bargain rates), a season of job-
hunting for the players and a season of average compensations
for playgoers.
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The Theatre Guild, holding its own as the American theatre’s
most important producing unit, brought out six plays and scored
but a single outstanding hit, that of “Elizabeth the Queen.”

Eva Le Gallienne’s Civic Repertory Theatre, also an impor-
tant if minor producing unit, held steadfastly to its repertory
program, adding five new productions to its established list.
The five included Susan Glaspell’s “Alison’s House,” which was
awarded the year’s Pulitzer prize, and a revival of “Camille,”
which, a little to everybody’s surprise, proved the hit of the Le
Gallienne season.

As an indication of the scarcity of new plays I may tell you
that there were no less than twenty old plays revived, and seven
brought back for return engagements. Nor did we get many
importations of foreign troupes. Maria Cotopouli a favorite of
Athens, gave performances of the Elektra and Iphigenia in Greek,
a company of Hindus performed a native drama, “Sita,” briefly,
and a French company gave a week to Marcel Pagnol’s “Topaze,”
a hit of last season.

The summer season proceeded with complete normalcy, after
we left it on June 15, 1930. George M. Cohan, turning back
from a tour to the coast with the melodrama “Gambling,” came
home and revived ‘“The Song and Dance Man” for two weeks.
George had thought to go through to the moving picture coun-
try and try again at making screen dramas. But his experiences
on the way to Chicago convinced him that he was still stage
struck and that he wanted to continue exclusively in the living
theatre.

In many towns he was féted, in all of them he was received with
acclaim. Later he revived “The Tavern” and took that on a
small-town tour. Again he was received with cheers, but the
“Tavern” satire was a bit too subtle for those publics that had
been trained for the last ten years on screen drama. Business
was nothing to brag about.

The first day of July Earl Carroll brought his 1930 “Vanities”
into the New Amsterdam Theatre, this being the first time he, as
a producer, had been permitted to enter the sacred portals of this
particular theatre. The New Amsterdam has been devoted since
its erection to the attractions of the House of Erlanger and their
chief lieutenants, Florenz Ziegfeld and Charles B. Dillingham.

Mr. Carroll’s summer show was talked about for its limits in
nudity and a perfected tank exhibit in which, by an arrange-
ment of mirrors, several ladies and one gent were exposed swim-
ming lazily in pursuit of each other at the bottom of the ocean.
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At the moment the gent caught the leader of the mermaids the
curtains were drawn.

The “Vanities” were halted briefly by the police who ob-
jected, as I recall it, to the size or shape or manipulation of a
fan held by a shapely chorister named Faith Bacon. Miss Bacon
had nothing else with which to protect her person from the glare
of the footlights and the courts thought the fan was not enough.
There was also objection to certain of Mr. Carroll’s coarser
sketches. The sketches were modified, the fan enlarged, or made
more opaque, and the “Vanities” went on prosperously for 215
performances.

A crowd of Lambs’ club actors attempted a colperative re-
vue assembled largely by Joseph Santley and called “Who Cares?”
but it lasted only four weeks. At the end of the month the
Shuberts offered Walter Woolf and Violet Heming in a comedy
called “Ladies All” which was spicily seasoned and fairly amus-
ing. It ran for twenty weeks.

As had been his custom for some years, the late David Belasco
brought a comedy to his own theatre the first week in August to
take the place of “It’s a Wise Child,” which had run through
the better part of the previous year. The new one was called
“Dancing Partner” and its cast was headed by Lynne Overman
and Irene Purcell. During the evening Mr. Overman sought to
win a wager by proving that any woman in love is easy prey
for a properly accoutered male, but Miss Purcell withstood his
advances, even in an airplane, and thereby won his respect, his
hand and his uncle’s fortune. ‘“Dancing Partner” did nicely for
a while, but it was not the hit Mr. Belasco had hoped for and
after fifteen weeks he replaced it with “Tonight or Never,” of
which more later.

August was the first month to indicate that this was indeed
to be one of the seasons in which the great slump figured. There
were but seven productions in all, as opposed to the usual list of
twice that number. And only one half-hit among these. Arthur
Hopkins’ production of “Torch Song,” which also started well,
ran eighty odd performances and then faded out of the picture.
In it Mayo Methot played a Salvation Army lassie who loved a
traveling salesman better than she did her religion, and was led
into a backsliding adventure that seared her soul but strength-
ened her resolution and put her finally back in the army. An
Owen Davis mystery, “The Ninth Guest,” did fairly well and a
colored revue called “Hot Rhythm” retained its heat for eight
weeks.
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The season went normal in September. Lee Shubert started
it with one of those real life comedies set in Greenwich Village
called “Up Pops the Devil.” Written by Frances Goodrich and
Albert Hackett, it detailed rather convincingly the adventure of
two free souls who lived together a year and then had a time
of it deciding whether or not they should get married. They
did—and went temporarily on the rocks because the wife in-
sisted her husband should stay home and write while she earned
the living as a dancer. The husband rebelled finally, the two
split and were later brought together in better understanding.

There was a “Second Little Show” on the 2nd that failed to
duplicate the success of the first “Little Show” of the year be-
fore. John Golden scored an early season hit for his theatre with
Frank Craven’s “That’s Gratitude,” which ran happily along
for forty-five weeks with and without Craven in the cast. An
amusing and observing study of character, this one, in which
a middle-aged traveling salesman, suffering a sudden attack of
acute indigestion, is so overwhelmed with gratitude when a fellow
guest saves his life with a drink or two of whisky that he in-
sists on taking his life-saver home. The accidental samaritan
accepts the invitation and stays on indefinitely, to the irritation
of his host and the explosive joy of the audience.

George Cohan started his season with a drama he had written
with Dr. Louis Anspacher called “The Rhapsody.” It held on
only two weeks. The Shuberts introduced the first musical com-
edy hit of the new season in “Nina Rosa’” and Ivor Novello, the
English screen and stage star, offered a comedy of his own
writing called “Symphony in Two Flats.” The Novello comedy
had novelty of setting, with two dramas being played in adjoin-
ing apartments, but it lacked popular values and went out after
six weeks,

Now came three hits in a row and everybody was greatly
cheered. On the 23rd the widely-popular Joe Cook moved into
Erlanger’s Theatre with “Fine and Dandy” and didn’t move out
again until he had made an engaging fool of himself for 255 per-
formances. On the 24th “Once in a Lifetime” started a riot of
laughter at the Music Box and, though it has changed over to
the Plymouth Theatre for the summer, this Moss Hart-George
Kaufman satirical slam at Hollywood is still going. On the 25th
William Harris, Jr., grinned as he raised the curtain on Zoe
Akins’ “The Greeks Had a Word for It,” which proved the last
word in sophisticated cleverness and stayed on for 253 showings.

There was still another success to September’s credit. On the
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29th Charles Hopkins offered a Benn Levy comedy built along
A. A. Milne and J. M. Barrie lines called “Mrs. Moonlight.”
It did not jump into its success immediately, as other Hopkins
productions of similar character had done, but its sentimental
sweetness slowly attracted the large public that revels in the
cleaner drama and it ended by playing through the season.

Two regretted and unexpected failures occurred about this
time. One was “Mr. Gilhooley,” with which Jed Harris had
made a return to production, and in which the Irish actor, Ar-
thur Sinclair, and the American actress, Helen Hayes, were co-
starred. Despite a generally favorable press “Mr. Gilhooley”
lasted but four weeks. The other was “Stepdaughters of War,”
a fairly dramatic story of the lady ambulance drivers in France
with which Chester Erskin hoped to establish a new production
policy at the Empire. ‘Stepdaughters” was taken off after its
third week.

The musical comedy success of the year was a piece called
“Girl Crazy,” which Aarons and Freedley did at the Alvin Thea-
tre. It had a George Gershwin score, which helped considerably,
and a Guy Bolton-John McGowan book with more sanity than
most, which also helped. Seeing the hits were coming in groups,
the night following the appearance of “Girl Crazy” Max Gordon
produced a revue called “Three’s a Crowd” at the Selwyn, with
Fred Allen, Libby Holman and Clifton Webb starred. This, too,
struck the fancy of the crowd and ran the season through.

It was in the midst of such competition that Jane Cowl brought
her season’s production of Shakespeare’s “Twelfth Night” to the
Maxine Elliott Theatre, and to the surprise of those who do not
think much of Shakespeare these days did surprisingly well with
it. The production, an idea of Miss Cowl’s, was novel. A fac-
simile book of the play of heroic size was set up on the stage and
the play began when Feste, the fool, danced out and opened it
to the title page, announcing the revels. Then he motioned to
the musicians in a stage box and as the overture was played,
turned the second page to a scene illustrating a room in Orsino’s
palace. So on through the play. Miss Cowl later produced Benn
Levy’s comedy, ‘“Art and Mrs. Bottle,” dividing a season of 115
performances between them.

It was this same week that “Princess Charming’’ was offered.
One of the cleaner romantic operas, much was hoped for it. The
book had been revamped by the late Jack Donahue and there
was a cast headed by Evelyn Herbert and Robert Halliday that
included Victor Moore and the Jeanne Aubert who was later to
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achieve local popularity. But it was also an operetta that fol-
lowed an outworn operatic form and this, added to the expense
of carrying it, proved too much. Seven weeks and it was gone.

" Lenore Ulric, who had been fairly inactive for some time, came
to town in October with a drama that sought to duplicate the
situation in “Rain.” It was titled ‘“Pagan Lady,” and in it Miss
Ulric played a loose one who sought to lure a young theological
student into those sex adventures of which he had practically no
knowledge. The boy learned a lot from Lenore, but she was
forced to give him back to the church in the end. Which is
probably just as well.

An English gangster melodrama, written by the Edgar Wallace
who is the Crime Club authority and called “On the Spot,” was
imported in October. It proved so exciting, with Crane Wilbur
playing its leading role, an Englishman’s idea of Chicago’s own
Al Capone, that it continued the better part of the winter. After-
ward, when it was taken to Chicago, the locale was changed and
local references to Cicero and Wabash Avenue were cut out. They
could not fool the Chicagoans, however. The play failed.

November was also spotted with several successes. The Guild,
as previously mentioned, followed “Roar China” with “Elizabeth
the Queen” and thereupon went into the success column for the
first time. Two weeks later Herman Shumlin, in association with
an underwear magnate of Cleveland, Harry Moses, produced a
melodrama that had figured as a Reinhardt production in Berlin.
“Grand Hotel,” as Mr. Shumlin called the American version, was
an overnight sensation, though it may be a little difficult to dis-
cover the reason for that from the account of it contained in
other pages of this book. “Grand Hotel” is an exciting adven-
ture in the theatre, jumping from one scene to another with the
same effect of sustained variety that is gained from the motion
picture drama. It continued the most popular of the dramatic
successes through the season and also through the summer.

Fanny Brice’s husband, Billy Rose by name, having acquired
confidence in his judgment as a producer through a variety of
experiences as a song writer and vaudeville accompanist, de-
cided to stage a revue for Miss Brice and several professional
playmates. These latter included George Jessel and James Bar-
ton. The name selected for the revue was “Sweet and Low,”
with greater dependence placed upon the low features than upon
the sweet. The revue ran long enough and well enough to justify
a second edition, which Mr. Rose wanted to call “Sweeter and
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Lower.” He was induced to change his mind, however, and set-
tled on “Crazy Quilt.”

Mr. Belasco, having been disappointed in “Dancing Partner,”
took it off in November and substituted Helen Gahagan in a
comedy with song called “Tonight or Never.” Miss Gahagan,
after achieving success as a dramatic actress, had gone to Eu-
rope to study voice and make a successful début in opera.
She was ideally suited to the role of the heroine, an opera singer
with a manager who insists that until she has a love affair she
will never sing her best. Miss Gahagan played and sang the
“Tonight or Never” part to a complete success, and finished by
marrying her leading man, Melvyn Douglas. It was, as it hap-
pened, the last production Mr. Belasco ever made. He was
taken ill with pneumonia while the piece was on its try-out tour
and kept to his bed for several months following. When the
comedy was brought to New York it was the first of his first-
nights that he had missed in fifty years. He saw the play later,
when he was up and about in February. A heart attack carried
him away in the spring while he was preparing another comedy
for his regular August opening.

A comedy brought to the Playhouse by Dwight Deere Wiman,
who continues to put Deere plow money into show business with
such good judgment that it returns handsome dividends, was
called “The Vinegar Tree,” and written by Paul Osborn. Mary
Boland played it with great success and it, too, ran through the
season. Mary was a lady whose marital romance had gone cold.
She thereupon tried to dramatize a romantic incident of her past
when she had spent a purple afternoon with an eager young
genius. The genius is an invited guest at her house and she seeks
to recall to him the happy affair, only to find that she has her
geniuses mixed. He is not the same one at all.

Sam Harris did a rowdy farce entitled “Oh, Promise Me” which
kept a rowdy patronage laughing for 144 performances, and Ar-
thur Hopkins failed with a legitimate and worthy comedy of city
life written by Robert E. Sherwood and called “This Is New
York.” Lois Moran from the cinema was an attractive ingénue
heroine in this play, which had to do with the adventure of a
booming U. S. Senator from the West who seeks to stop his daugh-
ter from marrying a Broadway playboy and becomes involved in
a racketeer scandal which bothers him considerably. ‘“This Is
New York” got fifty-nine performances. It was one of the fail-
ures hardest to understand.

Ethel Barrymore, courageously sticking to her determination
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to play a blackface role in “Scarlet Sister Mary” whether her
personal following approved or not, brought her dramatization
of ‘Julia Peterkin’s prize-winning novel to New York at Thanks-
giving time. She declared her right to add to her repertory such
characters as she thought within the scope of her art, but
her fair-comedy friends would not rally. At least it took no
more than three weeks for the more loyal of them to see “Scarlet
Sister Mary,” after which it was withdrawn. In the cast was
Ethel Barrymore Colt, making her début under her mother’s
wing. Following the New York withdrawal Miss Barrymore re-
sumed her touring and had a fine success on the road with “The
Love Duel.” It was during this tour that another young Barry-
more, John Drew Colt, made his first stage appearance. His
uncle sent him a red apple from the Pacific Coast, which is a
Barrymore-Drew family tradition.

It was about this time, which was early December, that Eva
Le Gallienne produced Susan Glaspell’s “Alison’s House” at her
Civic Repertory Theatre in Fourteenth Street. It was a fairly
busy week in the theatre and not a great deal of newspaper atten-
tion was paid to Miss Glaspell’s drama. Neither did it achieve
wide popularity with the Le Gallienne following. But none the
less it was chosen four months later as the American play worth-
iest the annual Pulitzer prize. Miss Le Gallienne, being tired,
had announced the close of her season and her own retirement
from the theatre for a year. She now agreed to play an extra
week, however, that the prize-winning drama might be given a
good start on Broadway, whither Lee Shubert had moved it. The
play lasted but a fortnight uptown.

By December interest in the season had begun to wilt. The
papers were full of the depression and the streets were full of
bread lines. The more successful productions, however, con-
tinued as before to attract large audiences. It was the in-be-
tweens that were falling here, there, and practically everywhere.

There were also several moving picture temples that were not
doing at all well. There was plenty of room to drill a company
of ushers in the best of them. One such house was the Broad-
way, built by B. S. Moss for motion picture uses but with a
large and convertible stage. This was now turned over to Ray
Goetz who announced that he would offer therein the largest
revue to be found on Broadway and at the lowest admission.
He could do this, he said, because the theatre seated something
like 1,000 persons on its lower floor and as many more in its
balcony. “The New Yorkers” was organized with a spectacu-
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lar cast headed by those night-club favorites, Clayton, Jackson
and Durante. Both Frances Williams of Broadway, and Hope
Williams of Park avenue, were leading women. Charles King
was a singing juvenile and those veterans of another day, Richard
Carle and Marie Cahill, were at least names in the lights. “The
New Yorkers” started with a noisy performance and an equally
noisy reception. Mr. Goetz forgot the lower price scale the first
few weeks. The takings were over $50,000 every eight perform-
ances. Then the demand began to ease off and the popular scale
was tried. With its help, and later with the codperation of the
principals, who took a cut in salary, “The New Yorkers” played
165 performances. But the Broadway Theatre remained closed
afterward.

Helen Hayes, her pride bruised a bit by the failure of “Mr.
Gilhooley,” found compensation in ‘“Petticoat Influence,” which
Gilbert Miller brought over from London amd offered at the
Empire. She played the heroine in what was practically an all-
English cast, and gracefully overcame such handicap as being
unmistakably American presented.

Christmas week Arthur Hammerstein, who had suffered a
pretty severe defeat with “Luana,” a musicalization of ‘“The Bird
of Paradise,” staked his other shirt on “Ballyhoo,” a musical
comedy with W, C. Fields. It was a good try, but it was not a
Hammerstein year. “Ballyhoo” went down by the head in two
weeks, the expense of it and the lack of immediate response serv-
ing to further distress the Hammerstein credit. Fields and the
cast took over the property and continued the run coGperatively
for another four weeks. And Arthur embraced bankruptcy.

Another holiday present was a return visit by Fritz Leiber and
the Chicago Civic Shakespeare society. They stayed four weeks
and did moderately well. Ivor Novello, having failed with “Sym-
phony in Two Flats,” was still in town and eager to try again.
Lee Shubert gave him a chance with another Novello piece, “The
Truth Game.” With Billie Burke and Beerbohm Tree’s rangy
daughter, Viola, in the cast the comedy did very well for four-
teen weeks,

Theatrically the year went out in a flare of enthusiasm with
the production of “Five Star Final” and “Meet My Sister” on
the night of December 31. “Five Star Final” is Louis Weitzen-
korn’s savage attack on the coarser tabloids, excerpts from which
you will find farther on. It was played with spirit and staged
with skill. It ran on successfully until spring. “Meet My Sis-
ter” was two acts of pleasantly simple operatic romance and a
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middle act of rough farce. With Bettina Hall and Leo Slezak’s
son, Walter, in the chief rdles it got 165 performances, without
a chorus.

The mid-winter lull threatened to continue indefinitely. For
two weeks in January the season was apparently over. Nothing
produced, nothing promised. Depression, unemployment, cheaper
talkies, and all the better playwrights lured away to Hollywood.

But the theatre, as usual, just refused to die. On the 12th it
started back with George Kelly’s “Philip Goes Forth.” On the
13th it scored its biggest recent success with Philip Barry’s “To-
morrow and Tomorrow.” On the 19th a popular vaudeville
revue, “You Said It,” cheered the Broadway boys a lot. On the
26th the Guild came in with Lynn Riggs’ freshly atmospheric
“Green Grow the Lilacs.” On the 26th Eva Le Gallienne re-
vived “Camille” at the Civic and scored the success of her sea-
son. On the 27th Noel Coward and Gertrude Lawrence romped
through Mr. Coward’s “Private Lives” to the roars of those who
could afford seats, and on the 28th Judith Anderson scored a
hit with the thoughtful by making the mysterious Pirandello’s
mysterious “As You Desire Me” a little more mysterious.

Now the legitimates had taken heart and all was as well as
well could be with the better liked attractions. The weaker sis-
ters were still failing without loss of time and practically no
regrets.

Early in February Katharine Cornell, who had decided to be-
come an actress-manager, produced Besier’s “The Barretts of
Wimpole Street” at the Empire and again the drama-lovers were
ready to stand in their places and cheer. Miss Cornell’s career
as a manageress was thus successfully launched, with the aid of
her husband, Guthrie McClintic, who staged the play for her.
“The Barretts” was played to a succession of sold-out houses
through the spring and summer and probably could stay until
next holiday time if Miss Cornell chooses to run it that long.

A new musical comedy, ‘“America’s Sweetheart,” spoofing Hol-
lywood again, came in with more promise than results justified,
but the speculators, just out of the woods in their fight with the
Theatre League, overloaded their racks with tickets and thus
helped out the producers.

Came then a series of cheaply-priced revivals and return en-
gagements of former successes. ‘“Death Takes a Holiday” was
brought back from the road. “Topaze” was played by a French
company. “Gods of the Lightning” was tried again in Green-
wich Village. “An American Tragedy” was revived at such
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prices as attracted audiences for another 125 performances.
Again the end of the producing season was announced. Nothing
more could be expected in the way of original plays.

But again the wiser prophets were a little fooled. It was in
March that Charles Hopkins brought out another sentimental
piece by A. A. Milne called “Give Me Yesterday.” It had been
previously played in England as ‘“Success,” and went to show
that a man might rise to envied heights in politics or business
and still regret the loss of a first love and an easy conscience.
The Hopkins public rallied smartly to it.

Rachel Crothers, taking advantage of John Golden’s absence
in Florida, presented him with a hit in “As Husbands Go.”
George C. Tyler revived Barrie’s “The Admirable Crichton” with
Walter Hampden and Fay Bainter heading an impressive cast.
Crosby Gaige produced Channing Pollock’s newest sermon play,
“The House Beautiful,” which disappointed the Pollock critics by
proving to be both well written and well staged and much to
the liking of a considerable public.

Of course there were the usual failures, too. The Guild suf-
fered two of them this late in its season—“The Miracle at Ver-
dun” and a revival of Shaw’s “Getting Married.” The best either
could do was to fill out the subscription period of six weeks.

Al Jolson came back in an imported novelty, “The Wonder
Bar,” for which the Shuberts rebuilt the stage of the roof thea-
tre, the Bayes, to look as much like a continental night club as
possible. It did, though probably there is nothing quite like it
on the continent. The Shuberts also scored a late success with
“The Silent Witness,” an English mystery play which Harry
Wagstaffe Gribble skillfully rearranged as to scene, and Lionel
Atwill played impressively.

The lease of a theatre is assessed against what used to be the
nine sure months of the theatre year from September to June.
It therefore behooves lessees to keep their houses occupied during
these paying months. This year of depression found some play-
houses vacant all season and others as early as March. April
added more to the number. You could, being so minded, rent a
theatre for practically nothing at all by the week or month, and
without more guarantee than the first week’s rent.

As a result there were many plays produced in April and May
that never should have been produced. DMost of them were
quick failures. But scattered here and there were good plays,
too. Jed Harris tried again with a well-written but over-sophis-
ticated comedy called “The Wiser They Are.” Completing the



THE SEASON IN NEW YORK 15

phrase—“the harder they fall”—tells the history of this one.
Constance Collier and Lee Shubert revived ‘“Peter Ibbetson,”
with Dennis King in the name part which John Barrymore played
originally, and Jessie Royce Landis playing opposite as the count-
ess. It got five weeks, but not very encouragingly.

Down in the village a courageous group of young producers
staged a play called “Precedent,” which I. J. Golden, a former
St. Louis attorney, had built up around the Mooney-Billings case.
The reviewers, having nothing else to write about, drifted south
for the first performance and were delighted to find a stirring
melodrama splendidly acted. “Precedent” prospered and was
brought uptown, where it continued through the spring and into
the summer.

A Bernstein melodrama, he being the author of “The Thief,”
made what the aviators call a three-point landing with Edna
Best, Basil Rathbone and Earle Larimore. It was a pretty
artificial plot, but it offered good acting opportunities, Miss Best
being married to Mr. Larimore and finding herself desperately in
love with his best friend, Mr. Rathbone. She tried artfully to
poison Mr. Larimore, but failed, and sadly threw herself into the
Seine. The men were saddened, but managed to pick up their
friendship years later.

Alice Brady, who had been none too fortunate the last several
plays she had tried to save, took on another job with “Brass
Ankle,” written by the Du Bose Heyward who was co-author with
his wife of the successful “Porgy” of some years back. It proved
a sound little drama telling of a Tennessee wife who discovers
with the birth of her second child that she is of colored blood.
To save her husband and her first child, who has been accepted as
white, she goads her husband into killing her and the baby by
swearing that she has a black lover. Miscegenation is not a popu-
lar theme, either north or south. “Brass Ankle” could not be
forced past six weeks,

Milton Aborn, who deserves a plaque or a scroll or something
for his steadfast loyalty in the revival of the older and better
musical comedies and operettas, found himself a new job this
spring by staging a Gilbert and Sullivan season at popular prices.
He started with “The Mikado” at a $2 top and packed Erlanger’s
Theatre. He followed with “Pinafore” and did it again, Fay Tem-
pleton coming over from Pittsburgh for a farewell farewell as the
bumboat woman, fat Little Buttercup. The season was still flour-
ishing as we started for the presses.

Walter Hartwig was forced to abandon his annual Little Thea-
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tre contest. The distant groups found it too expensive to travel
and the home groups too hard to sell seats. He did stage a second
Long Play contest, however. This was won by a Lincoln drama,
“If Booth Had Missed,” written by Arthur Goodman and played
by the Morningside players of Columbia University., William A.
Brady is reported to have bought it for regular production this
fall. The story carries the Lincoln career through to a second
tragedy. His adventures are largely those that befell his succes-
sor, Andrew Johnson. He is impeached on the charge of having
violated the Tenure of Office Act in seeking to force the resigna-
tion of Seward, and though he is acquitted by a single vote, he is
shot as he rises in the senate to give thanks. Samuel French gave
a $1,000 prize to the winner.

Lew Leslie, who had had considerable experience with colored
revues, being the producer of the “Blackbird” entertainments, de-
cided to ring a change on this form of show. He did so with a
sort of concert-vaudeville, “Rhapsody in Black.” In this one a
robed choir takes the place of the familiar jiggling chorus, and
though there are the usual character song and tap dancing inter-
ludes there are few of the old time colored comedy features.

Arthur Sinclair and his wife, Maire O’Neill, once of the Abbey
players in Dublin, were induced to play a light Irish comedy,
“Old Man Murphy,” and succeeded in bringing it a measure of
popular success. The Shuberts tried another thin but exciting
sex affair called “A Modern Virgin,” written by the Elmer Harris
who had been successful with “Young Sinners.” An interesting
new ingénue, Margaret Sullavan, helped it to eight weeks of
profits.

The Players’ Club elected to try a revival of Congreve’s “The
Way of the World” for its annual all-star celebration. It proved
a poor choice, being rather dully played by Walter Hampden, Fay
Bainter, Ernest Cossart, Alice Fischer, Selena Royle, the Lock-
harts, Kathleen and Eugene; Eliot Cabot, Cora Witherspoon and
a lot of others. The public did not rise to Congreve and the
Players were glad to get a $5,000 profit out of it, which is the
least they have made since first they started resurrecting classics.

Early June saw the summer show business started with two
outstanding hits. “The Third Little Show” was no sooner bowling
along on the crest of an adjectival tidal wave than ‘“The Band
Wagon” came in to top that success with another even greater.
“The Third Little Show” had Beatrice Lillie as its chief comedy
exhibit, with Ernest Truex and Walter O’Keeffe to assist. “The
Band Wagon” had Fred and Adele Astaire, Frank Morgan, Helen
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Broderick and Tilly Losch, the German dancer, effectively
spotted.

It looked like a lively summer from this point, with Mr. Zieg-
feld’s first “Follies” in four years and Mr. Carroll’s “Vanities” to
follow later. At any rate it was a lively finish to a season from
which practically nothing had been expected.

There were 190 odd new shows produced during the year, as
compared with recent annual averages of 240 odd. However, 190
is enough.



THE SEASON IN CHICAGO

By CuHARLES COLLINS
Dramatic Critic of the Chicago Tribune

A SUPERFICIAL observer of the theatre in Chicago during
the summer and early fall of 1930 would have had grounds for
the conclusion that the stage was a dying institution. A city of
metropolitan stature with a tradition as a “summer show town”
could offer for the amusement of its inhabitants and visitors only
one play—a smutty, fourth-rate comedy, in itself symptomatic
of an art in economic and spiritual decadence.

Labor Day, the customary date for the beginning of the new
season, failed to bring the usual blooming of premiéres. The
summer doldrums prolonged their emptiness into the fall. Not
until October was there any definite stirring of new life in the
playhouses. Then, however, the silent panic ended, and the Chi-
cago stage started on a determined and fairly successful up-hill
march out of the valley of the shadow of general business de-
pression.

At the end of the nine months’ campaign, for which Memorial
Day serves as a convenient date, a survey of those theatrical ac-
tivities which fall under the technical label of “legitimate” re-
veals the fact that Chicago has given a decidedly creditable ac-
count of itself. The playbills that have passed into the files of the
dramatic critics number 84-—only ten or a dozen less than those
of the preceding year. Of this number, 72 represent the field of
drama. Operettas and musical comedies contribute 9 titles, and
revues, 3. This low percentage of lyric entertainments is, of
course, another indication of the economic drift of the era. There
was a time when song-and-dance shows were as frequent as dra-
matic productions on the Chicago stage; but the risks attendant
upon the staging of these costly affairs and the obsolescence of
“the road” have changed all that.

In drama, the back-bone of the year was formed by the pro-
grams of the Theatre Guild and the Dramatic League of Chicago;
and the subscription audiences of these organizations have good
reason to rise up and call them blessed. It becomes increasingly
apparent that the new forces in the national theatrical structure—
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the trend toward the organization of audiences that are hospitable
toward the treatment of the drama as a fine art—are leading the
stage, so far as Chicago is concerned, out of the wilderness.

These new forces were also represented by the Chicago Civic
Shakespeare Society, which enabled Fritz Leiber’s company to
give its second season of classic repertory, eight weeks in length;
and the Goodman Theatre’s Repertory Company. The latter
group had the best season since its foundation five years ago, but
ended with the discouraging announcement that this was its swan-
song. The background of this abandonment will be discussed
later.

The Theatre Guild’s program was intermittent. Three produc-
tions were offered in the Blackstone at the opening of the season,
and three in the Illinois at its close. This broken schedule caused
some worrying and fretting among the subscribers, but in good
time they learned that the Guild’s word was as binding as its
bond. Its contributions to the Chicago stage year, each for three
weeks, were: “The Apple Cart,” by Shaw; “The Garrick Gay-
eties,” a revue given outside the subscription; ‘A Month in the
Country,” by Turgenev; “Elizabeth the Queen,” by Maxwell An-
derson; “Green Grow the Lilacs,” by Lynn Riggs; and “He,” by
Alfred Savoir.

The engagement of “Elizabeth the Queen,” with Alfred Lunt
and Lynne Fontanne in the leading roles, was the most notable
affair of the season. The public demand for this brilliant achieve-
ment in historical drama was so great that the play could have
remained for months. The staging of ‘“He” marked the fulfill-
ment of the Guild’s promise to give Chicago an occasional chance
to anticipate New York opinion. ‘“He,” a comedy of Gallic wit
and light irony which deals with the idea of God, is a likely can-
didate for next year’s lists of the Ten Best Plays, as discovered in
New York.

The Dramatic League of Chicago, a link in a chain of organized
audiences to which a pool of old-line Broadway managers (cap-
tained by Lee Shubert) submits plays of superior quality, made
a definite advance. It offered six first-class productions, for en-
gagements of four weeks each, and also two supplementary plays.
Its pledges to its subscribers were fulfilled to their complete satis-
faction; its program was well balanced; and its casts were ad-
mirable. In the preceding year, “The First Mrs. Fraser” emerged
from the League’s Chicago season to become a New York hit; and
in the season of 1930-31 that achievement was repeated with “As
You Desire Me.”

The plays that the Dramatic League presented in Chicago, with
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their leading personalities, were: ‘Topaze,” with Frank Morgan;
“Death Takes a Holiday,” with Philip Merivale; “Michael and
Mary,” with Madge Kennedy; “As You Desire Me,” with Judith
Anderson; “Scarlet Sister Mary,” with Ethel Barrymore; “Art
and Mrs. Bottle” and ‘“Twelfth Night,” with Jane Cowl; “The
Man in Possession,” with Leslie Banks and Isabel Jeans; and
“The First Mrs. Fraser” (return engagement) with Grace George.

The dramatists represented by these titles, taken in order,
were: Marcel Pagnol, Alberto Cassella, A. A. Milne, Luigi Piran-
dello, Julia Peterkin, Benn W. Levy, Shakespeare, H. M. Har-
wood and St. John Ervine. This roll-call has a cosmopolitan tone
which ends the life of the wisecrack of the preceding year about
the League’s “London season.”

Fritz Leiber’s company found that Chicago had no ravenous
appetite for Shakespeare in bread-and-butter form, but drove vig-
orously through the eight weeks of its schedule, giving “Hamlet,”
“The Merchant of Venice,” “As You Like It,” “King Lear,”
“Twelfth Night,” “Macbeth,” “Julius Cesar” and “Richard II1.”
Mary Hone’s Viola and Cordelia had distinction and charm. The
Chicago Civic Shakespeare Society—in other words, Harley L.
Clarke, its head and body—plans to strengthen the company for
next season.

The abandonment of the Goodman Repertory Company, at the
end of its best year, came as a shock to its subscribers and fol-
lowers. There had been marked artistic progress under the new
directorate of Hubert Osborne, and attendance had been growing
rapidly. The board of directors of the Art Institute cited “lack
of public support” as the reason for their decision to abolish pro-
fessional activities on the Goodman’s stage.

They would have come closer to the facts in the case if they
had frankly admitted that they were tired of meeting deficits out
of their personal pocket-books, and also weary of the exaspera-
tions attendant upon theatrical management. They seem to have
come to the conclusion that an art museum and an art theatre
are incompatible activities. They now have a vacant shrine of
drama on their hands. They have closed their acting company,
but continued their school of acting—which, when one stops to
think it over, is a bit of a paradox.

The Goodman’s plays for the season were: ‘“The Firebrand,”
by Edwin Justus Mayer; “Hotel Universe,” by Philip Barry;
“The Sea Gull,” by Anton Tchekhoff; “Rebound,” by Donald
Ogden Stewart; “Lazzaro,” by Luigi Pirandello (American pre-
miére) ; “The Adding Machine,” by Elmer Rice; and “The Sa-
cred Flame,” by W. Somerset Maugham.
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The old slogan, ‘“Chicago as a producing center,” was again
heard when the stream of plays from New York began to dwin-
dle. Tracy C. Drake, owner of the Blackstone Theatre, assumed
its direction after the withdrawal of his tenants in mid-season;
and surprised old-school impresarios with his resourcefulness and
luck. He took up Mrs. Fiske when her management deserted her,
sponsored the re-staging of “Torch Song” and ““Stepping Sisters,”
and secured a prize booking in ‘“That’s Gratitude.” Altogether,
box-office traffic at the Blackstone since Mr. Drake seized the
helm has surprised the Erlangers.

George E. Wintz, jocularly known as ‘“the king of the one-
night stands,” decided that Chicago was an excellent spot in
which to pitch his tent. He prospered with “Jonesy” and ‘“Apron
Strings,” but lost with “When Father Smiles,” a farce in which
De Wolf Hopper tried to escape from the comic operas. Ralph
T. Kettering was another Chicago producer of the season, with
“Lady in Pawn,” starring Guy Bates Post. He failed, but re-
mained undiscouraged.

Several theatres that are familiar landmarks on the Chicago
Rialto went practically out of commission. The Princess lapsed
into disuse when the Dramatic League transferred its second play
to the Harris. The Garrick and the Studebaker found only a
few bookings. The Cort was in darkness most of the year. The
Majestic, built for old-style vaudeville and regarded as a derelict,
was reopened for ‘“Lysistrata,” but after that run it sank back
into oblivion. Most of the other theatres had occasional dark
spells between bookings. The Great Northern, which specializes
in operettas, had the best luck. It sheltered “Three Little Girls”
from late in September until the middle of May—the banner en-
gagement of the year, and the only one which extended more than
twenty weeks.

Nevertheless there were periods when, through coincidental
groupings of New York hits, the Chicago stage had an air of
veritable brilliance. Walter Prichard Eaton, veteran dramatic
critic and member of the Pulitzer prize play committee, happened
to visit the city during one of these “highs” on the season’s graph,
and was much impressed. In a letter dated Oct. 19, 1930, he
wrote:

“After looking over the list of plays now being acted or soon to
be acted in Chicago, it is amusing to hear people say that the
‘legitimate’ theatre is dead. . . . Here is a musical piece, ‘Strike
Up the Band,” with lyrics of Gilbertian pungency; here is a play
by George Bernard Shaw; in the offing are two American plays
of quite different style, but each characterized by distinguished
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merit—The Last Mile’ and ‘Hotel Universe.” Coming is ‘Death
Takes a Holiday,” a romantic drama from Europe of unusual
quality.

“From ancient Greece comes a modernistic revival of the ‘Ly-
sistrata’ of Aristophanes, and from Elizabethan England comes a
whole repertory of Shakespearean drama. From Russia comes
‘Uncle Vanya,” by the greatest of all the naturalists, in a distin-
guished adaptation. Presently will come, also from Russia, ‘A
Month in the Country,” with scenery reproducing some of the
finest sets ever made in Moscow.

“I haven’t at hand the London or Paris papers, but I will wager
that in neither capital this autumn is any such variety of dra-
matic fare offered, or offered, on the whole, so effectively. You
would have to go to Berlin to match it.”

Other notable engagements, in addition to those which have
been mentioned, were: Katharine Cornell in “Dishonored Lady,”
“Subway Express,” George M. Cohan in ‘“The Tavern,” Mrs.
Fiske in “Ladies of the Jury” and “Becky Sharp,” “Berkeley
Square,” with Leslie Howard and Margalo Gillmore, Otis Skin-
ner in “Marius,” “Up Pops the Devil,”” and Helen Hayes in “Pet-
ticoat Influence.” The most effective musical shows were “Sweet
Adeline,” Fred Stone and daughters in “Ripples,” “Sons-O’-Guns,”
“Three Little Girls,” Joe Cook in “Fine and Dandy,” and ‘“Meet
My Sister.” Two so-called “smash hits” from Broadway had their
verdicts reversed into failure: “The Greeks Had a Word for It”
and Lenore Ulric in “Pagan Lady.”

The year’s catalogue contained several flagrant examples of
licentious vulgarity written and staged to cater to sexual curiosity
alone. It was demonstrated, however, that plays of this sort do
not thrive when they are bluntly defined by candid critics as abom-
inations that deserve to be kicked into the lake.

To conclude: the history of the Chicago stage for the year of
1930-31 is not the story of a débacle. The theatre has borne up
bravely and stanchly through a full season of economic storm.
The play-going population of the city has manifested an insistent
demand for the “legitimate” in spite of the prevalence of the
talkies. Although offered the cake of the cinema palaces on every
hand, the public has continued to ask for the nourishing bread of
the living stage.

The moral of the story seems to be: The stage may be down,
even for a long count, but it is never out.



THE SEASON IN SAN FRANCISCO

By GeorcE C. WARREN
Drama Editor of The San Francisco Chronicle

THE year from June 1, 1930, to May 31, 1931, was quiet in the
San Francisco legitimate theatres; quiet and spotty. There were
weeks when only one of the six playhouses was open, and other
weeks when all were in operation.

Notable features of the year were the comeback of Henry
Duffy and the continuing brilliance of the productions made by
Edward Belasco and Homer Curran. This firm has presented
many of the New York season’s successes, given them fine casts,
and productions that had beauty and character.

The Pacific Coast has become almost completely autonomous
in its drama. Only three companies of importance have come
from the East, all other productions having been made locally for
San Francisco and Los Angeles. The three companies that braved
the long and almost unbroken trip from the Mississippi River were
Brock Pemberton’s “Strictly Dishonorable” with Margaret Perry;
David Belasco’s “It’s a Wise Child” and Katharine Cornell in
“Dishonored Lady,” Miss Cornell making her début in California
in this play. Incidental to the presentation of “Strictly Dishonor-
able,” Flobelle Fairbanks, a niece of the renowned Douglas, made
her stage début during the run of the comedy. Later she suc-
ceeded Miss Perry in the part of the Southern girl, that young
actress having been called to New York to head the cast on the
defection of Muriel Kirkland.

But the lack of traveling companies did not cloud the brilliance
of the season, which began with a production of Donald Ogden
Stewart’s “Rebound” with Ina Claire in the chief réle. Clark
Gable and Edward Woods, both since important on the screen,
played the two principal réles in John Wexley’s “The Last Mile,”
and Sil-Vara’s “Caprice” was acted by a cast headed by Fay
Bainter, Reginald Owen and Lily Cahill. These at the Geary and
Curran theatres.

“Subway Express” had a brief run at the Columbia Theatre,
where also “Fata Morgana” was revived with Elsie Ferguson as
Mathilde and Tom Douglas as the boy. “Candle Light” was done
at the Geary Theatre with Eugenie Leontovich, who since has con-
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quered New York in “Grand Hotel”; Alan Mowbray and Reg-
inald Owen, and ‘“The Crimson Hour,” which was acted in New
York as “Scarlet Pages” with Elsie Ferguson, was produced and
had a fine run with Pauline Frederick as the woman lawyer at
the Curran.

Edward Rowland revived “Little Orchid Annie” with Betty
Bronson, the screen actress, in the title role, and Dorothy Mac-
kaye made her return to the stage in a comedy by Lynn Starling
called “A Cup of Sugar.” Neither of these pieces is important.
Ralph Pincus, of the Columbia, induced Mrs. Patrick Campbell
to play Mrs. Alvmg in Ibsen’s “Ghosts ” with Tom Douglas as
Oswald, and also presented Leon Errol and a good cast in “The
Lost Sheep.”

George Bernard Shaw’s “The Apple Cart,” produced by the
Hollywood Repertory Players, had a good run at the Geary with
Alan Mowbray as King Magnus and Doris Lloyd as Orinthia.
Bert Lytell and Grace Menken, with two or three others of the
New York cast, played “Brothers” for several weeks at the Presi-
dent Theatre for Henry Duffy, who also presented Kenyon Nichol-
son’s “Torch Song” at the Alcazar with Mayo Methot and John
Junior of the New York cast, and Robert Keith.

The Hollywood Repertory Players sent ‘“Peter Pan” and
“Porgy” to San Francisco. The former had Marion Clayton for
its Peter, and the all-negro cast of “Porgy” was headed by Clar-
ence Muse and Evelyn Preer, both formerly with the Lafayette
Players in New York.

Belasco and Curran made productions of “Up Pops the Devil,”
“Young Sinners” and ‘“Topaze” in the latter having Alan Mow-
bray, Mary Duncan and Henry Kolker for their leads.

Sid Grauman did Hart and Kaufman’s “Once in a Lifetime”
with Aline Macmahon, Moss Hart and Marie Nordstrom, and
Grauman also produced “Street Scene” with sixteen of the New
York cast. Pauline Frederick was chosen by Belasco and Curran
to play the title réle in Maxwell Anderson’s ‘‘Elizabeth the
Queen,” with Tan Keith as Essex.

William Thornton, a youthful and ambitious seeker for laurels
in the classic field, came to the Columbia Theatre, after a tour of
the South and Middle-West, and gave respectable performances
of “Hamlet,” “The Taming of the Shrew” and “The Merchant of
Venice.” At the same house the year closed with Walker White-
side, Florence Reed and Guy Bates Post in a revival of Melchior
Lengyel’s “The Typhoon,” Whiteside and Miss Reed acting the
roles they played when the drama was first done in America.
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The same trio has in prospect a production of Frank Harvey’s
“Cape Forlorn,” to be done under the title “Three Men and a
‘Woman.” This piece will have its American premiére June 22.

There was a considerable lack of new plays during the year,
and of those presented none was of importance, excepting Emme-
rich Kalman’s “Paris in Spring,” an operetta splendidly produced
by Lillian Albertson and Louis Owen Macloon. Leo Carillo tried
out a play called “Kebec” by Cyril Wood, at the Dufwin Theatre,
Oakland, and at the same house “Two-Gun Grandman” was
produced with Florence Roberts in the title réle. This play is
by Ann Lovell, who is Mrs. Carlton Miles.

A play called “Quits” by Cyrus Wood and Leonard Ide had
several performances at the San Francisco University, and the
Players’ Guild offered an interesting play by Marianne King,
called “The Prodigals.” The Reginald Travers Repertory Players
produced “Love Apples” by Katherine Brocklebank, and Harry
Green presented at the Geary Theatre a play called “The Shyster”
by the Spewacks, Bella and Sam. It flopped.

An amateur production of ‘Lysistrata” ran several weeks at the
tiny Travers Theatre in the Fairmont Hotel, and at the same
place Henry B. Lister’s classic “Tiresias” was produced. The
Little Theatre of the University of California produced two new
plays, ‘The Twelfth Disciple” by Mary Kouse Sachs of St. Louis,
a study of Judas Iscariot, and a new translation of Maxim Gorki’s
“The Lower Depths,” the adaptation made by Professors Alex-
ander Kaun and George Noyes of the Slavic Department of the
university. The Little Theatre transferred its productions from
Wheeler Hall, which has only a platform stage, to the auditorium
of the International House, a gift to the university from John D.
Rockefeller, Jr.

Stanford University kept up its production schedule, offering
“Big Game Gaieties” and “Junior Opera,”’ purely local affairs,
and a fine production of “Wings Over Europe.” The Playmakers
of Berkeley presented four groups of one-act plays written, di-
rected and acted by its members, and Theatre Arts, Inc., pre-
sented both one-act programs and full length plays.

The San Francisco Players’ Guild, besides its production of
“The Prodigals” presented Lonsdale’s “On Approval” and Oscar
Wilde’s “Salome,” a really fine staging of this classic with Vir-
ginia Phillips a beautiful and splendid daughter of Herodias, and
Cameron Prud’homme a fine Herod.

Promises for the immediate future are Billie Burke in ‘“The
Vinegar Tree”; Ethel Barrymore in ‘“The School for Scandal”
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and “Hedda Gabler”; Jane Cowl in “Camille” and Lionel Atwill
and Anna May Wong in “On the Spot.”

THE SEASON IN SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

By MoNROE LATHROP
Drama Editor of the Los Angeles Express

TRYING times, the past twelve months have been for the cus-
todians of the legitimate theatre in Southern California. With
the public’s purse-strings tightened here, as elsewhere, owing to
the world’s economic maladies, there has been a recession from
the boom days of a couple of years back when as many as sixteen
playhouses were more or less active in and around Los Angeles.

And yet, with half as many pennants flying, there has been the
anomaly of one of the best theatrical years (drawing the line
through the month of June for convenience, since there is no
defined “season’” here) on record. As against about 125 presen-
tations formerly, the number dropped to a few less than 100.
But the loss has been more in figures than in quality.

The situation has forced a keener selection, and the result
has been a sifting of chaff all to the good from the audience’
standpoint. An epitome of the year is found in the fact that
of about a score of the New York season’s definite hits, twelve
promptly made their appearance here or are in preparation as this
is written.

Of Mr. Mantle’s “Ten Best,” chosen for this volume, four have
been seen, one is about to come in, and two are unavailable with-
out the original New York casts. Twenty-six premieres (with
the customary small percentage of hopeful projects) maintained
the standing of this area as the second most important production
center in the country.

Of classics and semi-classics there was the small leaven of five
to tone up the lump, and two musicals stood out as conspicuous
exceptions to the almost wholly dramatic fare, probably owing to
cost risks.

The year took its toll in the break-up of Henry Duffy’s chain
of high-grade legitimate theatres on the coast, the retirement of
Edward Everett Horton as a producer, and the collapse of the
Civic Repertory movement in its third season, under the economic
pressure.

But such gaps as these left were promptly filled by the entry of
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Sid Grauman and Dickson Morgan into the field, the concentra-
tion of Duffy’s activities in Hollywood, and the entry in a limited
. way of the Erlanger interests. In the main we have relied, and
not in vain, upon Belasco and Curran, Duffy and Grauman, who
carried on bravely with some of the most beautiful and expensive
presentations in years.

To Belasco and Curran we are indebted for such new things
as “Elizabeth the Queen,” with Pauline Frederick and Ian Keith;
“Berkeley Square,” with Leslie Howard and Margalo Gillmore;
“It’s a Wise Child,” with the New York cast; ‘“Rebound,” with
Ina Claire; “Topaze,” with Alan Mowbray; ‘“‘Tomorrow and
Tomorrow,” and “Up Pops the Devil.”

Grauman set a high standard upon his entry with “Once in a
Lifetime” and “Street Scene” with the original casts; Mrs. Fiske
in a revival of “Mrs. Bumpstead-Leigh,” and ‘“The Man in Pos-
session,” with Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., and Nora Gregor from
the Vienna stage.

Duffy brought us “Michael and Mary,” “Torch Song,” Frank
Craven in “That’s Gratitude,” “Whispering Friends” and a beauti-
ful revival of “Irene,” among his numerous offerings.

At the Erlanger houses we got Rachel Crothers’ latest, “As
Husbands Go,” “Lost Sheep,” with Leon Errol; Shaw’s “The Phi-
landerer”; ‘“The Dishonored Lady,” with Katharine Cornell;
“Caprice” and “Death Takes a Holiday.”

The Civic Repertory group started bravely with splendid pro-
ductions of Shaw’s “The Apple Cart,” “The Infinite Shoeblack,”
“Porgy,” “The Champion,” with Grant Mitchell, and a revival of
“Peter Pan” before adversity overtook the enterprise. Following
them to the same stage Dickson Morgan brought Mrs. Leslie
Carter back to the footlights in a revival of “The Shanghai Ges-
ture” and made the first local production of “Waterloo Bridge.”

The Pasadena Community Playhouse gave its always fine stag-
ing to “Othello,” the semi-classic ‘“Richelieu,” Jules Romain’s
“Doctor Knock,” the premiére of Martin Flavin’s “Dancing
Days”; a revival of “What Every Woman Knows,” with Frances
Starr; the first presentation in America of “The Watched Pot,”
by H. H. Munro (Saki); “Spring Song,” by Bella Spewack (a
premiere) ; Monckton Hoffe’s “Many Waters”; “The Man Saul”
(premiére), with Paul Muni; “No More Frontier,” by Talbot
Jennings (premiére), and “Green Fire” (premiére), by Glenn
Hughes and John Taine.

Revivals on this stage also included “Death Takes a Holiday”
and Elmer Rice and Philip Barry’s collaboration, “Cock Robin.”
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Other notable revivals of the season include Ibsen’s ‘“Ghosts,”
with Mrs. Pat Campbell; “Fata Morgana,” with Elsie Ferguson;
“The Bad Man,” with Leo Carrillo; “Elmer the Great,” with Joe
E. Brown; “Parlor, Bedroom and Bath,” with Charlotte Green-
wood; “The Poor Nut,” with Elliott Nugent; “To the Ladies,”
with Glenn Hunter; “Bird in Hand” and “Tea for Three.”

Excepting those mentioned at Pasadena, most of the new play
ventures came by way of the minor experimental and “little”
playhouses. Most active was the Theatre Mart where, under
various auspices, there were tried out “Balloon,” by Padraic
Colum; “Thought,” by the Russian Andreyeff (first time in Eng-
lish)—these by the Potboilers group; ‘“The Devil’s Sideshow,”
by Henry Gordon; “Easy Living,” by Madeline Blackmore; “Bar-
ren Trees,” by Arthur Gregor; “The Mountains Come to the
Goldsteins,” by William A. Jefferis; “Napoleon Had It Too,”
by Sada Cowan and Madeline Blackmore; “O. Henry in Prison,”
by Upton Sinclair; “Round Heels,” by Paul Fix; “The Ostrich,”
by Olga Printzlau; “Decency,” by Arthur Gregor.

New ventures on other stages included ‘“The Ambulance
Chaser,” by Bella Spewack, with Harry Green; “Here Comes the
Hero,” by Ann Murray; “Under the Virginia Moon,” by Kenneth
Cole; “The Glory Declared,” by Ralph Clilver Bennett; “El Do-
rado,” by John Steven McGroarty; “Between Covers,” by Wil-
liam A. Jefferis; “Last Night,” by Richard Spencer and Frederick
Russell.

Few of these rose above mediocrity or carried any novelty or
significance, but “Green Fire,” “The Ambulance Chaser,” “The
Watched Pot,” “Spring Song,” “Napoleon Had It Too,” “Last
Night” and “The Devil’s Sideshow” gave some promise of value to
the commercial theatre.

Traveling by caravan over the coast highways much as Edwin
Booth and Lawrence Barrett did half a century ago, William
Thornton, an ambitious young actor with a troupe and scenic
equipment, put a picturesque note into the year’s classic division.
His “Shakespeare Guild of America” carried a repertory of the
Bard’s plays to hamlets as well as cities.

“Lysistrata,” by one of the little theatre groups; “Othello,” at
Pasadena; “Medea,” at the University of Southern California, and
“The Merchant of Venice,” with Maurice Moscovitch, under
Civic Repertory auspices, were other classics which gave ‘‘tone”
to the dramatic panorama of a year both prolific and of high
average quality despite the unusual hazards of adverse financial
conditions.



ELIZABETH THE QUEEN
A Drama in Three Acts

By MAXWELL ANDERSON

THE THEATRE GUILD began its thirteenth subscription
season in New York with the production in September of a melo-
drama from the Russian Soviets entitled “Roar China.” 1t con-
sisted principally of a magnificent battleship built into the stage
of the Martin Beck Theatre, and a colorful text expounding with
a certain impressive frankness propaganda seeking to expose
galling injustices put upon the poor coolies by the overpower-
ingly arrogant white race in China. The play had a moderate
success but did not last beyond its subscription season, its ap-
parent bias arousing some little resentment.

The second production of the season was that of Maxwell
Anderson’s historical drama, once called “Elizabeth and Essex”
but later changed to “Elizabeth the Queen” to avoid threatened
conflict with a similarly titled biographical work by Lytton
Strachy.

Mr. Anderson’s drama, because its text was forthright and elo-
quent, its slightly romanticized historical interludes steadily inter-
esting and the performance of its chief characters by Lynn
Fontanne and Alfred Lunt unusually impressive, was promptly set
among the more notable of the Guild successes. Miss Fontanne’s
nightly receptions as the queen grew to the proportions of minor
ovations and the play ran well past its subscription period, being
played to a succession of large audiences until the first week in
March, when it was sent touring. No historical drama of recent
times has earned so definite a triumph.

The scene of the play’s opening is the gray, grim and more
than a little forbidding “entrance hall before a council chamber
in the palace at Whitehall. The entrance to the council room
is closed and four guards with halberds stand at either side.”

It is early morning, and though the guards “stand immobile,”
they find pleasure in doing their share of Elizabethan gossiping.
The talk runs mostly to the queen and her moods; how she is
ever out of sorts “once the earl’s gone”; how her temper is un-
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consciously assimilated by her maids, causing a serious lack of
sociability below stairs, so to speak; how the queen must be aging,
even though she doesn’t show it—as—

“They say the queen’s getting to be an old woman,” remarks
Guard No. 4, “but I swear she looks younger than my wife,
whom I married, a young thing, six years come Easter.”

“It would age a girl fast, just the look of you,” suggests
Guard No. 3.

“As for the queen, powder and paint accounts for some of it,”
adds Guard No. 1. “To say nothing of the earl. A young love
will do much for a lady’s face.”

Sir Walter Raleigh is an early caller. He is gayly set out in
shining silver armor and he is looking for the Earl of Essex.
Essex has not arrived, but Raleigh is confident he is momen-
tarily expected. The fact that Penelope Gray, an alert and at-
tractive lady-in-waiting to Her Majesty, passes quickly through
the room to get to the window is evidence to Sir Walter that she
is really anticipating the arrival of Essex.

Penelope, however, denies the charge with some briskness,
despite Raleigh’s repeated conviction that on those days when
the earl returns every petticoat in the palace is hung with an
eye to pleasing him. Still Penelope is firm.

RareicE—I relinquish you, lady. Run to the window! He
will be here and you will miss him!

PeENELOPE—Is there a lady would run from Sir Walter in his
silver suiting? Since the sun is up . . . I have no errand.

RarLEIGH—Is there no limit to a woman’s deception, wench?
Would you go so far as to appear pleased if I kissed you?

PENELOPE—AnNd no deception. (He kisses her.) I call the
Gods to witness . . . did I not blush prettily?

RarEIcH—And meant it not at all. Tell me, did the queen
send you to look out the casement for news of her Essex, or did
you come at the prompting of your heart?

PeNELOPE—Shall I tell you the truth?

RaLEIGH—Verily.

PENELOPE—The truth is I cannot answer.

RareicE—Both, then?

PENELOPE—Both or one or neither.

Rareica—Fie on the baggage.

PENELOPE—IS it not a virtue to be close-mouthed in the queen’s
service?

RaLEIGH—If you kept the rest of your person as close as your
mouth what a paragon of virtue you would be!
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PeneLoPE—Indeed, my lord, I am.

RarLeice—Indeed, my lady? Have there not been certain
deeds on dark nights?

PeENELOPE—Sh! Under the rose.

RaLeicE—Meaning under covers . . .

PeneLOPE—Fie on my lord, to make me out a strumpet!

RALEIGH—It is my manner of wooing, fair maid! I woo by
suggestion of images . . .

PenNELOPE—Like small boys on the closet wall . . .

Rareica—Like a soldier . . .

PENELOPE—Aye, a veteran . . . of encounters . . .

Rareica—I will have you yet, my love; I will take lessons
from this earl . . .

PenELOPE—Take this lesson from me, my lord: You must learn
to desire what you would have. Much wanting makes many a
maid a wanton. You want me not . . . nor I you. You wear
your silver for a queen.

It is true that the Earl of Essex has arrived and craves an
audience with his queen. A captain brings the news and Sir
Robert Cecil shortly confirms it. There is something like a sneer
in Raleigh’s voice as he accepts the situation.

“So: The heavenly boy, clad in the regalia of the sun, even
now extracts his gallant foot from his golden stirrup and makes
shift to descend from his heaving charger. Acclamation lifts in
every voice, tears well to every eye . . . with the exception of
mine, perhaps, and yours, I hope . . .”

“I am at a pass to welcome him, myself,” agrees Cecil. “This
Elizabeth of ours can be difficult on her good days ... and
there have been no good ones lately.”

Two men at arms arrive, each bearing a suit of silver armor.
To Sir Walter’s consternation the armor is an exact duplicate
of his own. Shortly two other men at arms have arrived, and
they also carry duplicate sets of silver armor, by which time
Raleigh’s rage is mounting past control. The Earl of Essex,
tall, handsome, in his early thirties and evidently enthused by
the nature of the jest he is about to launch, briskly enters the
hall. Now he stands before Raleigh and speaks with a show of
passion.

Essex
Felicitations on your effulgence, sir!
You're more splendid than I had imagined! News came of
your silver
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Even in my retreat! I was ill and I swear it cured me!
You should have heard the compliments I've heard
Passed on you! Sir Walter’s in silver! The world’s outdone
They said—the moon out-mooned. He gleams down every
corridor
And every head’s turned after him. The queen
Herself has admired it—the design—the workmanship!
There’s nothing like it this side of Heaven’s streets.
And T said to myself—the great man—this is what we have
needed—
More silver everywhere—oceans of silver!
Sir Walter has set the style, the world will follow.
So I sent for the silver-smiths, and by their sweat
Here’s for you, lads, tailored to every man’s measure—
Shall Raleigh wear silver alone? Why, no,
The whole court shall go argent!
RALEIGH
Take care, my lord.
I bear insults badly.
Essex
And where are you insulted?
For the queen’s service you buy you a silver armor,
In the queen’s service I buy you a dozen more.
A gift, my friends, each man to own his own,
As you own yours. What insult?
RaArLEIGH
Have your laugh,
Let the queen and court laugh with you! Since you are envious
You may have my suit. I had not thought even Essex
Bore so petty a mind.
EssEx
I misunderstood you
Perhaps, Sir Walter. I had supposed you donned
Silver for our queen, but I was mistaken . . .
Keep these all for yourself. The men shall have others . . .
Some duller color.
RALEIGH
I have borne much from you
Out of regard for the queen, my lord of Essex.
EssEx
And I from you
By God . . .
CecIL
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You have forgotten, Sir Walter,
- A certain appointment . . .
RALEIGH
And you will bear more, by Heaven! . . .
Ceci. .
He is going to the queen,
Remember. And we have an errand.
Essex
You presume to protect me,
Master Secretary?
CeciL
I protect you both, and our mistress.
There can be no quarreling here.
RaALEIGH
That’s very true. Let us go. (CeciL and RALEIGH go out
right.)

Sir Francis Bacon, having arrived for the council and been
witness to the meeting of Raleigh and Essex, is eager that Essex
should take more heed of his actions. It were not enough for
Essex to quarrel with the queen, protests Bacon, but he must now
quarrel with Raleigh.

Essex cannot, however, “quarrel on order or avoid a quarrel
at will.” He had quarreled with the queen because she fights a
silly, womanish war with Spain.

None the less, Essex is riding straight to a fall in the estima-
tion of Sir Francis, and it were well that he pause long enough to
ask himself one question honestly: Whether he would retain the
favor of the queen, remain her favorite, and keep all that goes
with that position, or set himself against the queen and trust him-
self to popular favor?

Essex is not prepared to answer such a question, and Bacon,
rebuffed, would let the matter drop.

Essex
Forgive me, dear friend, forgive me.
I have been ill, and this silly jackanapes
Of a Raleigh angers me with his silver mountings
Till T forget who’s my friend. You know my answer
In regard to the queen. I must keep her favor.
Only it makes me mad to see all this . . .
This utter mismanagement, when a man’s hand and brain
Are needed and cannot be used.
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Bacon
Let me answer for you;
You are not forthright with yourself. The queen
Fights wars with tergiversation and ambiguities . . .
You wish to complete your record as general,
Crush Spain, subdue Ireland, make a name like Czsar’s,
Climb to the pinnacle of fame. Take care.
You are too popular already. You have
Won at Cadiz, caught the people’s hearts,
Caught their voices till the streets ring your name
Whenever you pass. You are loved better than
The queen. That is your danger. She will not suffer
A subject to eclipse her; she cannot suffer it.
Make no mistake. She will not.
Essex
And I must wait,
Bite my nails in a corner, let her lose to Spain,
Keep myself back for policy?
Bacon
Even so.
EssEx
I come of better blood than Elizabeth.
My name was among the earls around King John
Under the oak. What the nobles have taught a king
A noble may teach a queen.
Bacon
You talk treason and death.
The old Order is dead, and you and your house will die
With it if you cannot learn.
Essex
So said King John
Under the oak, or wherever he was standing,
And little he got by it, as you may recall.
What the devil’s a kmg but a man, or a queen but a woman?
Bacon
King John is dead; this is Elizabeth,
Queen in her own right, daughter of a haughty line.
There is one man in all her kingdom she fears
And that man’s yourself, and she has good reason to fear you.
You’re a man not easily governed, a natural rebel,
Moreover a general, popular and acclaimed,
And, last, she loves you, which makes you the more to be feared,
Whether you love her or not.
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EssEx
I do love her! I do!
Bacon PRt T
My lord, a man as young as you— 15525 OO
EssEx

If she were my mother’s kitchen hag,
Toothless and wooden-legged, she’d make all others
Colorless.
Bacon
You play dangerously there, my lord.
EssEx
I've never yet loved or hated
For policy nor a purpose. I tell you she’s a witch—
And has a witch’s brain. I love her, I fear her,
I hate her, I adore her—
Bacon
That side of it you must know
For yourself.
Essex
I will walk softly—here is my hand.
Distress yourself no more—I can carry myself.
Bacon
Only count not too much on the loves of queens.

With a promise to remember that injunction Essex is gone,
but not without another fling at Raleigh, who is standing with
Lord Cecil in a doorway with a change of armor now decorating
his noble lines. He carries his silver suit in his arms.

“Sir Walter, take care of your health,” admonishes Essex.

“My health, sir?”

“Wearing no silver, in this chilly weather!”

In anger Raleigh casts his silver armor with the others and in-
structs the guards to melt the pile of them down and sell the
silver.

Shortly Sir Francis has also left and Raleigh and Cecil are at
liberty to put their heads together. The time has come, ap-
parently, when something must be done to curb the popularity
of Essex. The queen, Raleigh is convinced, if put to the test,
loves her kingdom far more than she loves her earl. “She loves
her kingdom more than all men, and always will,”” insists Raleigh.

If Essex “could be made to look like a rebel, which he is close
to being,” Raleigh argues, “and she could be made to believe it,
which is harder, you’d be first man in the Council.”
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“And you would be?” queries Cecil.

“Wherever I turn he’s stood square in my way,” admits Raleigh,
“My life long here at court he’s snatched honor and favor from
before my eyes . . . till his voice and walk and aspect make me
writhe . . . There’s a fatality in it!”

“If he could be sent from England . .. we might have a
chance to come between them.”

“Would she let him go?”

CeciL
No . . . but if he could be teased
And stung about his generalship till he was

Too angry to reflect . . . Suppose you were proposed
As general for the next Spanish raid?
RALEIGH

He would see it,
And so would she.
CecIL
Then if you were named
For the expedition to Ireland?
RALEIGH
No, I thank you.
He’d let me go, and I'd be sunk in a bog
This next three hundred years. I've seen enough
Good men try to conquer Ireland.
CEciL
Then how would this be?
We name three men for Ireland of his own supporters;
He will oppose them, not wishing his party weakened
At the court. Then we ask what he suggests
And hint at his name for leader .
RaLEIGH
Good so far.
CEcIL
He will be angry and hint at your name; you will offer
To go if he will.
RALEIGH
No. Not to Ireland.
CeciL
Yes!
Do you think he’d let you go with him and share
The military glory? It will go hard,
Having once brought up his name, if we do not manage
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To ship him alone to Dublin.
RALEIGH
We can try it, then,
Always remembering that no matter what
Is said . . . no matter what I say or you . . .
I do not go. You must get me out of that,
By Christ, for I know Ireland.
CEcIL
I will. Be easy.
RaLEIGH
When is the council?
CecIL
At nine.
RALEIGH
You’'ll make these suggestions?
CeciL
If you’ll play up to them.
RALEIGH
Count on me. I must look after
These silver soldiers.
CeciL
At nine then.
RaLEIGH
Count on me.
(They go out in opposite directions. The curtain falls.)

ACT 1

The queen’s study, which adjoins her bedchamber and the
council hall, “is a severe little room with chairs, a desk and a
few books, huge and leather-bound.” Essex is there now, await-
ing an audience. Penelope Gray is also there, and worried.

Quite frankly Penelope would know whether or not Lord Essex
loves the queen. And being assured that he does, does he love
her very dearly? If so, as it is so, Penelope could wish that Essex
had loved someone who loved him better, for the love of this
queen is uncertain, and Penelope is afraid for Essex.

“I have heard her when she thought she was alone,” confesses
Penelope, “walk up and down her room soundlessly, night long,
cursing you . . . cursing you because she must love you and
could not help herself . . . swearing to be even with you for this
love she scorns to bear you. My lord, you anger her too much.”
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Essex is not worried. Such scenes and conclusions are common
to lovers. Still Essex promises to beware his queen.

A moment later Elizabeth, drawn majestically to her full
height, looking her years no more than necessary, signing imperi-
ously to her maid that she is no longer needed, sweeps into the
study. That she is angered there is no doubt. She had thought
never to see her Lord of Essex again. Had vowed, in fact, that
their last parting should be forever. And the fact that she has
but now passed her Penelope in the door “with eyes and lips that
looked the softer for kissing,” adds a little to her irritation.
Penelope, to Essex, is just a crazy child. And children, counters
Elizabeth, have their little ways with each other.

EssEx
Must we begin
With charges and counter charges, when you know . . .
EL1ZABETH
Do I indeed? . . .
You have been gone a week, at this Wanstock of yours . . .
And a week’s a long time at court. You forget that I
Must live and draw breath whether I see you or not . . .
And there are other men and women, oh, yes, all fully
Equipped for loving and being loved! Penelope . . .
You find Penelope charming. And as for me
There’s always Mountjoy . . . or Sir Walter . . . the hand-
some,
Sir Walter, the silver-plated . . .
EssEx
He’ll wear no more
Silver at your door.
EL1ZABETH
What have you done . . . come, tell me.
I knew this silver would draw fire. What happened?
EsseEx

Nothing . . . But the fashion’s gone out.
EL1ZABETH

No, but tell me!
Essex

He happened to be in the way

When the upstairs pot was emptied.

He’s gone to change his clothes.
ELI1ZABETH

You shall not be allowed
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To do this to him . .

EssEx
(moving toward her)—You shall not be allowed
To mock me, my queen. (He kisses her.)

EL1zABETH
Isn’t it strange how one man’s kiss can grow
To be like any other’s . . . or a woman’s
To be like any woman’s?

Essex

Not yours for me,
No, and not mine for you, you lying villain,
You villain and queen, you double-tongued seductress
You bitch of brass!
EL1ZABETH
Silver, my dear. Let me be
A bitch of silver. It reminds me of Raleigh.
Essex
Damn you!
EL1zABETH
Damn you and double damn you for a damner!
Come some day when I’m in the mood. What day’s this? . .

Thursday? Try next Wednesday . . . or any Wednesday
Later on in the summer . . . any summer
Will do. Why are you still here?

Essex

Oh, God, if I could walk out that door
And stay away!
EL1zABETH
It’s not locked.
Essex
But I'd come back.
Where do you think I’ve been this last week? Trying,
Trying not to be here! But you see, I am here.
EL1ZABETH
Yes, T see.
Essex
Why did you plague me without a word?
ELizABETH
Why did you not come?
FssEx
You are a queen, my queen. You had proscribed me,
Sent formal word I'd not be admitted if I came.
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EL1zABETH
I may have meant it at the time.
Essex
I think I have a demon, and you are it!
EL1zABETH
If ever a mocking devil tortured a woman
You’re my devil and torture me! Let us part and quickly,
Or there’ll be worse to come. Go.
Essex
I tell you I will not.
EL1ZABETH
Come to me, my Essex. Let us be kind
For a moment. I will be kind. You need not be.
You are young and strangely winning and strangely sweet.
My heart goes out to you wherever you are.
And something in me has drawn you. But this same thing
That draws us together hurts and blinds us until
We strike at one another. This has gone on
A long while. It grows worse with the years. It will end
badly.
Go, my dear, and do not see me again.
EssEx
All this
Is what I said when last I went away.
Yet here T am.
EL1ZABETH
Love someone else, my dear.
I will forgive you.
Essex
You mean you would try to forgive me.
EL1ZABETH
Aye, but I would.
Essex
What would you have to forgive?
I have tried to love others. It’s empty as ashes.

Elizabeth would know what others Essex means. What others
has he tried to love? And what does he care for the misery he
causes her? And so they must quarrel again, then grow gentle
again, and agree to keep their silence when they are tempted to
speak. Which would be completely satisfying to Essex if only
Elizabeth would agree that even her lover might be right—some-
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times, “instead of flying instantly into opposition as soon as I
propose a shift in policy!”

_ But Essex is wrong, Elizabeth insists. Or was wrong, to urge
another campaign in Spain, and to strike at Flanders at the
same moment. Let him consider the risk, and the drain on the
treasury, and the lack of troops and money—

Why lack money when England is rich, demands Essex. “It’s
the same ancient, unprofitable niggardliness that pinches pennies
and wastes a world of treasure! You could have all Spain, and
Spain’s dominions in the new world, an empire of untold wealth

. . and you forgo them because you fear to lay new taxes!”

“T have tried that,” answers Elizabeth; “and never yet has a
war-like expedition brought me back what it cost!”

But, insists Essex, it is only half measures that she has tried.
His plea is that she should be bold just once and give the gods
a chance to be kind.

Elizabeth will not have it. She has kept the peace, has kept
her people happy and prosperous. And at no cowardly price. “It
requires more courage not to fight than to fight when one is sur-
rounded by hasty hotheads,” she warns him.

“They will set you down in history as the weasel queen who
fought and ran away, who struck one stroke, preferably in the
back, and then turned and ran . . .”

“Is it my fame you think of, or your own, my lord?” demands
the queen.

Has he not had his chance at Cadiz? Is it not true that
he is even now the hero of the common people, the one they cheer
when he and his queen ride in the streets together? Can he not
be satisfied with this?

“Is it for fear of me and this hollow cheering you hold me
back from Spain?” demands Essex.

“It is because I believe in peace and have no faith in wars or
what wars win,” answers Elizabeth.

And yet she is free to confess that there is a fear she has of
him, knowing that he feels he could govern England better than
she; that he trusts her no more than he would trust any other
woman to be in power.

Which is true, his lordship admits, But that does not mean
either that he does not love her, or that because of his love he
cannot see the mistakes she has made and would make again.
“A woman cannot act and think like a man,” Essex charges.

“Act and think like a man,” counters the queen. “Why should
I think like a man when a woman’s thinking’s wiser?”
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But now a tenderer mood has again swept over Elizabeth. If
it be true that he tires of her a little; if it be true that sometimes
she may seem a little old to him, let him promise that he will tell
her first; let him promise that in all kindness and in memory of a
great love. Yet she knows he will not.

“It is not in a man to be kind that way, nor in a woman to
take it kindly. I think I'd kill you in a first blind rage.”

“Kill me when I can say it.”

EL1zZABETH
Love, will you let me
Say one more thing that will hurt you?

Essex
Anything.

ErizaBETH
Your blood’s on fire to lead a new command
Now that you’ve won so handsomely in Spain,
And when I need a general anywhere

You’ll ask to go. Don’t ask it . . . and don’t go.
You’re better here in London.
Essex

Was this all you wanted? (Stepping back.)
To make me promise this?

ELizaBETH
(softly)—Not for myself,
I swear it, not because I think you reckless
With men and money, though I do think that,
Not because you might return in too much triumph
And take my kingdom from me, which I can imagine,
And not because I want to keep you here
And hate to risk you, though that’s also true . . .
But rather . . . and for this you must forgive me . . .
Because you’re more a poet than a general . . .
And I fear you might fail, and lose what you have gained,
If you went again.

EssEx

God’s death! Whom would you send?
ELizABETH

I asked you not to be angry.
Essex

Not to be angry!
How do you judge a leader except by whether
He wins or loses? Was it by chance, do you think,
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That I took Cadiz?
ELizZABETH
Very well. You shall go.
Go if you will. Only I love you, and I say
What would be wiser.
EssEx
You choose the one thing I must have
And ask me not to ask it! No. Forgive me.
ELizABETH
I'll not say it again,
EssEx
But if I’'m more poet than
General, why poets make better generals
Than generals do, on occasion.
ErL1zZABETH
You've proved it so
On more than one occasion. (4 clock strikes. Skhe rises.)
There’s the chime
The council’s waiting, and we shall hear about Ireland,
If Cecil has his way. One thing remember,
You must not go to Ireland.
Essex
No. That’s a war
I’m content to miss.
ErizaBeTH
Thank God for that much then. I've been afraid
Ireland might tempt you. And one more thing remember .
I’ll have to oppose you in the council on
The Spanish hostages . . . You’ll have your way . . .
But I'll have to oppose you, lest they think it’s your kingdom.
Will you understand . . . ?
Essex
I'll play my part perfectly. (He kisses her hand, then her
lips.)
ErizaBETH
Now what can come between us, out of heaven or hell, or Spain
or England?
EssEx
Nothing . . . never again.

Now the doors of the council chamber have been thrown back.
The queen sits in her chair of state and beneath it, at a table,
her councilors are gathered. They include Raleigh, Cecil, Essex,
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Burghley and Howard. At the queen’s feet her Jester sits cross-
legged.

The council, as Lord Burghley points out, stands in disagree-
ment with Lord Essex in the matter of the war on Spain. Essex
would “throw a challenge down, raid the Escurial and sack the
empire,” rather than continue to fight Spain annually in chronic
fashion.

There is also the matter of the Spanish ransoms. Essex’ sol-
diers, having been promised prize money for the prisoners they
have taken, are clamoring for their rewards. Heretofore it has
been the custom to so reward them, but Elizabeth is against the
policy. The queen has been told that the war would be paid for
in booty. Now they purpose to give that booty to the men. To
that she is unalterably opposed. Even though Lord Essex may
have made such a promise to his soldiers in her name the throne is
not bound, nor shall be. .

The throne, Lord Essex agrees, can repudiate what it likes, but
not without breaking faith. Reluctantly Elizabeth admits as
much and finally agrees, in this instance, to withdraw her order.
But in future all prisoners shall be held in the name of the state,
and whatever price is on their heads shall belong to the crown.

There is one other matter that now must be brought before the
council—the perpetual subject of Tyrone’s rebellion in Ulster and
what’s to be done about Ireland.

“We must conquer Ireland finally now,” warns Lord Cecil, ‘“or
give over what we have won.”

Furthermore, it is Lord Cecil’s conviction that what is most
needed is a Lord Protector of Ireland “who can carry sword and
fire from one end of the bogs to the other, and have English law
or Irish rebels until there are no rebels.”

For this assignment Cecil would select a proved and able gen-
eral such as Lord Howard, Lord Essex, Sir Walter Raleigh, Knol-
lys or Mountjoy. But which of these, demands Elizabeth.

Sir Walter suggests that two might be sent together, one to
Dublin, one to Ulster, to work toward a meeting halfway. But
there are no two who could work together upon whom the council
can agree.

If Sir Walter were to go, suggests Lord Cecil, Lord Essex should
go with him. They should have coeval power but Raleigh should
be named as Lord Protector. It is a suggestion that Essex wrath-
fully resents. Here is a planned insult, and one which he is quick
to check.
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“Whoever makes you angry has won already, Essex,” warns
Elizabeth.
“They have planned this,” repeats the infuriated Essex.

CEcIL
T say no more.
Raleigh will go to Ireland as Lord Protector
And go alone, if the queen asks it of him,
And since you will not go.

Essex
I have not said
I would not go. But if T were to go I would go
Alone, as Lord Protector!

E11zABETH
That you will not.
I have some word in this.

Essex
If this pet rat
Lord Cecil wishes to know my mind about him,
And it seems he does, he shall have it! How he first crept
Into favor here I know not, but the palace is riddled
With his spying and burrowing and crawling underground!
He has filled the court with his rat friends, very gentle,
White, squeaking, courteous folk, who show their teeth
Only when cornered; who smile at you, speak you fair
And spend their nights gnawing the floors and chairs
Out from under us all!

ELrizaBETH
My lord!

Essex
I am
Not the gnawing kind, nor will I speak fair
To those who don’t mean me well . . . no, nor to those
To whom I mean no good! I say frankly here,
Yes, to their faces, that Cecil and Walter Raleigh
Have made themselves my enemies because
They cannot brook greatness or power in any but
Themselves! And I say this to them . . . and to the world . . .
I, too, have been ambitious, as all men are
Who bear a noble mind, but if T rise
It will be by my own effort, and not by dragging
Better men down through intrigue! T admit
Sir Walter Raleigh’s skill as a general
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And Cecil’s statecraft! I could work with them freely
And cheerfully, but every time I turn
My back they draw their knives! When Cecil left England
I guarded his interests as I would my own
Because he asked me to . . . but when I left,
And left my affairs in his hands . . . on my return
I found my plans and my friends out in the rain
Along with the London beggars!
CEcIL
I did my best . . .
Essex
Aye . . . the best for yourself! For the good of the state!
Rarecun
If Lord Essex wishes
To say he is my enemy, very well . . .
He is my enemy.
Essex
But you were mine first.
And T call the gods to witness you would be my friend
Still, if I'd had my way! I take it hard
That here, in the queen’s council, where there should be
Magnanimous minds if anywhere, there is still
No trust or friendship!
ErizaBETH
I take it hard that you
Should quarrel before me.
Essex
Would you have us quarrel
Behind your back? It suits them all too well
To quarrel in secret and knife men down in the dark!
BURGHLEY
This is fantastic, my lord. There has been no knifing.
Let us come to a decision. We were discussing
The Irish protectorate.

Craftily now Lord Cecil is willing to leave the question of who
shall go to Ireland up to Lord Essex, unless, seeing it is a difficult
and dangerous post, he had rather refuse to risk his fame there.

There is no fear in Lord Essex, but he will not go as second
in command. Nor will Raleigh go unless Essex go with him.
Which brings a sneer from Essex.

“Why, what is this that hangs over Ireland,” he demands, ‘“is
it haunted, this Ireland? Is it a kind of hell where men are
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damned if they set foot on it? I’ve never seen the place, but if
it’s a country like other countries, with people like other people
in it, it’s nothing to be afraid of, more than France or Wales or
Flanders or anywhere else.”

“We hear you say so,” Lord Cecil smiles.

“If I am challenged to go to Ireland then, Christ, I'll go!” cries
Essex. “Give me what men and horses I need, and put me in ab-
solute charge, and if T fail to bring this Tyrone’s head back with
me, and put the rebellion to sleep forever, take my sword from me
and break it . . . T’ll never use it again!”

And to Elizabeth, now powerless to stop him, though she cau-
tions that he reflect a little, Fissex says:

“My queen, I can see that Raleigh and Cecil have set them-
selves to bait me into Ireland! They know and I know that Ire-
land has been deadly to any captain who risked his fortunes
there; moreover, once I’'m gone they think to strip me here at
home, ruin me both ways! And I say to them ‘Try it!” There
are men who are greater than Ireland or their chicane. Since this
is a challenge I go, and go alone, and return victorious, and, by
God, more of a problem to Cecils and Raleighs than when I
went!”’

Thus the matter is settled to the distress of the friends of Essex
and the exultation of his enemies. Even the queen’s fool would
plead with his lordship not to undertake the mission.

“I come from Ireland,” says the fool. ‘““All the best fools come
from Ireland but only a very great fool will go there.”

Essex pushes the fool aside and is content. The council files
from the room as Elizabeth rises from her chair.

The queen is anxious, and a little sad, when she and Essex are
alone. She had tried hard to warn him as she saw them drawing
him into their trap. There is still time for him to withdraw, if
he will.

But Essex will not withdraw, nor let her countermand the order.
They shall not have the laugh on him. He will win in Ireland,
and have the laugh on them. Let her mistrust all her forebodings.

“Remember this when I'm back and all turns out well,” he

cries with feverish enthusiasm; “that you felt all would turn out
badly.”

ErizaBeTH
Oh, my love,
Come touch me, tell me all will happen well.
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Essex
And so it will.
EL1ZABETH
Do you want to go?
Essex
Why, yes . . .
And no. I've said I would and I will.
EL1zABETH
It’s not yet
Too late. There are no announcements made, no orders
Given. If you win, that will divide us .
And if you lose, that will divide us too.
Essex
I’ll win, and it will not divide us. Is it so hard
To believe in me?
EL1zZABETH
No, I'll believe in you . . .
And even forgive you if you need it. Here.
My father gave me this ring . . . and told me if ever
He lost his temper with me, to bring it to him
And he’d forgive me. And so it saved my life . . .
Long after, when he’d forgotten, long after, when
One time he was angry.
Essex
Darling, if ever
You’re angry rings won’t help.
EL1zABETH
Yes, but it would.
I’d think of you as you are now, and it would.
Take it.
Essex
I have no pledge from you. I’ll take it
To remember you in absence.
EL1zABETH
Take it for a better reason. Take it because
The years are long, and full of sharp, wearing days
That wear out what we are and what we have been
And change us into people we do not know,
Living among strangers. Lest you and I who love
Should wake some morning strangers and enemies
In an alien world, far off; take my ring, my lover.
Essex
You fear
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You will not always love me?
ErL1zABETH
- No, that you
Will not love me, and will not let me love you.

(She puts the ring on his finger as the curtain falls.)

ACT 1I

In the queen’s study, some months later, the Court fool is seek-
ing to interest the Lady Penelope in his raillery. The fool loves
Penelope, it may be; or it may be that, knowing her heart to be
elsewhere, the fool is only sorry for Penelope. In either case
neither is happy. Lord Essex is in Ireland and his friends are
uneasy.

Robert Cecil shortly meets Sir Walter Raleigh in the study.
Lord Bacon, they know, is expected by the queen and they plan
to intercept him. When he joins them Cecil would know from
Bacon certain things concerning his correspondence with Lord
Essex, and impart to Bacon the information that the queen is
even now in possession of news that Essex has allied himself with
the Irish rebels and is leading his army back to England to usurp
Elizabeth’s throne.

Lord Bacon is not convinced. If it be so he would credit it to
their own schemes. He does not accuse them of treason, but is
frank to say that “if the queen were aware of certain matters
she would herself accuse you of treason.”

CeciL—Look to yourself, Master Bacon. If you intend to ac-
cuse any man of the suppression of letters written by Essex to the
queen, or the suppression of letters sent by the queen to Essex,
you will be unable to prove these assertions and you will argue
yourself very neatly into the Tower.

Bacon—DMy lord . . . I had no such business in mind.

Rareice—Then what? . . .

BacoNn—I hope I can keep my own counsel. The truth is,
my lords, you are desperate men. You have overreached your-
selves, and if wind of it gets to the royal ears you are done.

RarLEIcH—We shall drag a few down with us if we are done,
though, and you the first.

CeciL—You have but a poor estimate of me, Master Bacon.
If you go in to the queen and reveal to her that her letters to
Essex have not reached him . . . as you mean to do . . . the



50 THE BEST PLAYS OF 1930-31

queen will then send for me, and I will send for Lord Essex’ last
letter to you, containing a plan for the capture of the City of
London. It will interest you to know that I have read that letter
and you are learned enough in the law to realize in what light you
will stand as a witness should the queen see it.

BacoNn—I think it is true, though, that if I go down I shall
also drag a few with me, including those here present.

CecrL—I am not so sure of that, either. I am not unready for
that contingency. But to be frank with you, it would be easier
for both you and us if you were on our side.

BacoN—You must expect a man to side with his friends.

CeEcii—A man’s friends . . . who are they? Those who can
help him to what he wants.

Bacon—Not always.

CeciL—When he is wise. You have served Lord Essex well
and I believe he has made you promises. But the moment Essex
enters England in rebellion, he is doomed, and his friends with
him.

BacoN—One word from the queen to him . . . one word from
him to the queen . . . one word from me, revealing that their
letters have been intercepted, and there can be no talk of rebel-
lion. There has been some underhand traffic with the couriers
between here and Ireland. Their letters have been lost, you have
induced the queen to promulgate arbitrary orders . . . and since
they are both proud, you have bred distrust in her and defiance
in him. Your machinations have been so direct, so childish, so
simple . . . and so simply exposed . . . that I wonder at you!

CeciL—My f{riend, a child could trip him. Not so simple as
your own. I have news this morning that Lord Essex has already
landed in England and set up his standard here. He is a rebel,
and when a man is once a rebel, do you think there will be any
careful inquiry into how he happened to become one?

Bacon—Essex in England!

Cecir—In England.

RaLEIGH—ARd has neglected to disband his army.

CeciL—You speak of explanations between the queen and
Essex. Unless you betray us there will be no explanations. They
are at war and will never meet again.

Bacon—That is, if your plan succeed.

CeciL (standing aside)—Very well, then. Go in. You have
chosen your master. I have done with you.

BacoN (not moving)—And if I say nothing?

CeciL—Then . . . whatever you have been promised, whatever
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you have desired, that you shall have. There is no place in the
courts you could not fill. You shall have your choice. If you
need excuse, no one should know better than you that this Essex
is a danger to the state, a danger to the queen, a danger to liberty.
Bacon—If I need excuse I shall find one for myself.

Queen Elizabeth finds them there. Her greeting of Cecil and
Raleigh is curt. She dismisses them with a word and turns to
Bacon with but little more show of friendliness. She would know
where he stands. Is he still with his friend, Lord Essex? Or is
he prepared to change that allegiance?

Lord Bacon has been the friend of Essex many years and has
no cause now to desert him. Nor will desert him without stronger
proof than rumor of his alleged rebellion against the queen.

That Elizabeth has proof she believes. She has at least enough
proof to impel her to suggest that if Lord Bacon would escape
the Tower, as one accused with Lord Essex as a rebel, he would
better make his choice immediately. Still Bacon will not change.

“I neither believe our Essex a rebel nor that you believe so,”
he says. “If you intended to place me in the Tower ... I
would be in the Tower . . . and no talk about it.”

“You are shrewd indeed.”

“I am Essex’ friend.”

“If that were true . . . if I could speak to you . . . if there
were only the sound of one honest voice! . . . I must rule Eng-
land, and they say he is rebel to me . . . and day and night,
waking, sleeping, in council, there is always one thing crying out
in me over and again . . . Waking and sleeping I hear it crying:
He cannot, cannot fail me! But I have written him my love and
he has not answered. What you know of this answer me truly,
truly . . . bitter or not, and you shall not lose!”

It is Lord Essex’ silence that worries Bacon. If he could un-
derstand that he could explain a great deal. Has Elizabeth an-
gered Essex?

She has, Elizabeth admits, ordered Essex to disband his forces
and return to England. And she has cut off his revenue and sup-
plies. But has she not had great cause? She has written Lord
Essex lovingly, and he has ignored her letters. That she cannot
forgive.

“He has written you, but not me,” charges the queen. “Or are
you traitor to him also? . . . I think you are! I think you lie
to me! T am encompassed by lies! I think you, too, betray him
. . . but subtly, with infinite craft, making me believe first you
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would not wrong him! No, no . . . I'm gone mad pacing my
room, pacing the room of my mind. They say a woman’s mind
is an airless room, sunless and airless, where she must walk alone
saying he loves me, loves me, loves me not, and has never loved
me. The world goes by, all shadows, and there are voices, all
echoes till he speaks . . . and there’s no light till his presence
makes a light there in that room. But I am a queen. Where I
walk is a hall of torture, where the curious gods bring all their
racks and gyves, and stretch me out there to writhe till I cry out.
They watch me with eyes of iron waiting to hear what I cry! I
am crying now . . . Listen, you gods of iron! He never loved
me . . . He wanted my kingdom only . . . Loose me and let me
go! I am yet a queen . .. That I have! That he will not
take from me! I shall be queen and walk his room no more. He
thought to break me down by not answering . . . Break me until
I'd say, I'm all yours . . . what I am and have, all yours! That
I will never, never, never say. I'm not broken yet.”

Bacon is sympathetic. He is the queen’s friend. If she wills
that he shall see Essex no more he will agree. But though she
assures him that he has her trust Lord Bacon is no more than out
of the room before Elizabeth has summoned her guard and or-
dered that he be followed and that a watch be put upon his house
and his correspondence.

Furthermore the queen instructs the guard, Captain Armin, to
heed no other orders but her own; that if Lord Essex shall ap-
pear, even though it be reported that he heads a rebellious army,
he shall not be denied access to her presence. She will risk what-
ever danger there may be to her person. Her one command is
that Captain Armin shall be ready for danger and, if need be, for
death.

Now the fool, grown playful with the ladies of the court, hav-
ing filched a garment from one of them which they all try to take
from him, romps into the room, followed by several shrilly protest-
ing females. It is boisterous play and they do not see the queen
until she turns and leaves the room. Then they are anxious lest
they be whipped for their fooling.

The scene shifts to the interior of Lord Essex’ tent on the coast
of England. His lordship is reading dispatches by the light of
the candle when Marvel, his towering orderly, announces a courier
from the queen.

It is word that Essex has long been waiting, and he is suspi-
cious of its delayed delivery. He may want to test this messen-
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ger’s honesty by threat of torture or death. If so Marvel shall
stand by.

" The courier is quick to explain that he has, in fact, been de-
layed by robbers. They had taken from his party their horses
and their money but had returned the letter he bears untouched,
seal unbroken.

Essex will not believe the story. This courier is a liar, he
loudly insists, as were the two others who preceded him. And
this one shall pay for being the third.

“Take his weapons from him, lieutenant,” Essex orders. “Set
him against the post there. Not so gently. He shall lose his
ears first and then his lying tongue.”

Pitifully the courier pleads his innocence, nor can he give the
names of any accomplices, for there have been none. Even as
they approach him to tear out his tongue the unhappy man con-
tinues to protest not only his innocence, but his refusal to believe
that so noble and well-loved a leader as Essex would torture inno-
cent men.

“If my Lord Essex is as I have believed him, he will not hurt
me,” declares the courier, calmly. “If he will hurt me, then he is
not as I and many thousands believe him, who have loved him,
and T shall not mind much dying.”

The courier is, on Essex’ order, unbound. He has convinced
his general that he has spoken the truth and held nothing back.
The message, the courier repeats, was handed to him by the queen
herself and there was no other message.

A moment later Lord Essex has issued orders that his command
shall break camp the following day and proceed to London,
though not under orders. The dispatch from the queen reads:

“Lord Essex is required to disperse his men and return to the
capitol straightway on his own recognizance, to give himself up.”

Essex
Give out the necessary orders, we shall
Move at daybreak.

MARVEL
Yes, my lord.

EssEx
And it is
As well it falls out this way! By right of name
And power and popular voice this is my kingdom . . .
This England under my feet, more mine than hers,
As she shall learn. It is quite as well.
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MArVEL
There is no man
But will think so. There is victory in your path,
My lord. The London citizens will rise
At the first breath of your name.
EssEx
Yes . . . that I'm sure of.
MARVEL
And with London in your hands . . . well . . . it’s your world
then.
As far as you like,
EssEx
And I am glad for England.
She has lain fallow in fear too long! Her hills
Shall have a spring of victory. Good night.
MAarvEL
Good night.
EssEx
And for this order, I received it not. (He tears the paper.)

The council hall has been cleared for court assembly. Already
many are gathered—the fool, Penelope, Ellen, Mary, Tressa, and
many other ladies-in-waiting. Sir Francis Bacon is there. Lords
Burghley and Cecil are talking earnestly at one side.

The talk is desultory. Mostly, so far as Cecil and Burghley
dominate it, the subject is that of certain players who have had
the audacity to repeat the tragedy of “Richard II” in public, a
play in which, as Cecil points out, a king is deposed. The play,
therefore, is treasonous in that it teaches treason.

The others are less concerned, the fool least concerned of all.
He would have the players repeat the play. Burghley is con-
vinced it was the Essex faction that had sent money to the actors
to pay for their performance of Richard. Which, argues Cecil,
would make the actors accessory to the treasonous intent of the
Essex party—a purpose proved by the fact of Lord Essex having
led his army into London.

Lord Bacon can see no proof in this. Essex’ men live in Lon-
don. The order to disperse his army on landing may not have
been received. Such things have happened.

Now the conversation is general and airy. Elizabethan puns
fall here and there, being tossed about by the fool and the cour-
tiers who would match wit with him. Occasionally there is men-
tion of Essex’ approach and its possible consequences. Burghley
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and Cecil continue to be disturbed because Her Majesty has re-
fused to show a proper fear nor made a move toward the defense
of the city.

“Essex draws near with his army and we swing the gates as
usual,” protests Cecil.

“Is that a symptom of danger . . . that an English general
should return with his army to the English capital?”’ asks Bacon.

“Are you aware that Essex’ house in the Strand is a camp
brimming full of armed nobles coming and going?”

“It is much more likely to be brimming with drunken nobles
coming and going brim full,” chortles the fool.

Now Her Majesty has entered, quietly, followed by two of her
ladies. She is looking for Lord Burghley and it is in regard to
the players that she would speak to him. On what ground did
he forbid the performance of “Richard IT”’ without asking her ad-
vice?

The play is treasonous, insists Burghley. For that reason he
forbade it. Its performance was procured by rebels. What
rebels? To discover that he has sent for the players.

TuE QueeN—They will laugh at you, dear Burghley.

BurcHLEY—Others have laughed at me, Majesty.

TaE QUuEEN—They will laugh at you, sir, and you will deserve
it. Is my kingdom so shaky that we dare not listen to a true
history? Are my people so easily led that the sight of a king de-
posed in play will send them running thither to pull the queen out
of her chair? Have we not passion plays in every little town
showing the murder of our Lord? You are nervous, Lord Burgh-
ley. Let these children play their plays.

CeciL—Your Majesty, I very much fear they are not all chil-
dren, and that they mean to do harm.

TaeE QuEEN—Then let them. Let them do all the harm they
can. Are we too stupid to see that to prohibit a rebellious play is
to proclaim our fear of rebellion? Who is there here who fears a
rebellion against me? I do not.

Ceci—It is dangerous to let these mutterings grow, dear
queen.

Er1zaseTH—It is dangerous to touch them. Let them mutter,
if they will. Let them cry out . . . let them run the streets, these
children! When they have worn themselves weary running and
crying “Up with Essex!” “Down with Elizabeth!” and got them-
selves drunk on mutual pledges, they will go to bed and sleep
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soundly and wake up wiser. Let me speak to these players.
Bring them to me.

BurcHLEY—Here, madame?

ErizaBeTH—Here.

CeciL—Majestas, adsunt legati de curia Galliz. Placetne eos
recipere antequam . . .

TaE QUEEN—Cras illos recipiam.

CeciL—Sed maxime prastat . . .

THE QUEEN—SI bene mihi videbitur, crasredituros recipiam!
Nay, I can bang you in Latin too.

Cecil has gone, and Elizabeth turns to her fool to change her
mood. This fool, she has heard, has fallen in love and should be
whipped for it. If so, counters the fool, his queen should buy
more than one whip so there would be several with which she
might whip herself.

But he has not fallen in love, pleads the fool. A pretty little
strumpet has fallen in love with him and he has promised to
marry her.

“What,” demands Elizabeth in solemn protest, “are there
strumpets at court?”

“Oh, they are all strumpets here at court,” answers the fool
“Some are here because they are strumpets and some are strum-
pets because they are here, but strumpets they are all.”

It is Tressa the fool would marry. Or Ellen. Or Mary. He
cannot remember positively.

“T feel sure it was one of them, Majesty . . . but it was dark
at the time . . . and in truth I gave her my word of honor in
the dark that I would make an honest woman of her by daylight.
It is thus that most marriages are made.”

“How, fool?”

“In the dark, my lady. Quite in the dark.”

For his sins the queen would have the fool put in the dark for
three days, with very little bread and water. And let them take
Penelope Gray with him, though they are not to see each other.
Let them be whipped first—

“Your Majesty, what is this?” protests the surprised Penelope.

“T am weary to death of you,” Elizabeth answers her. “I am
weary of all men and women, but more of you than any! You
have written. You have had letters! I say, take her out of my
sight! (The soldiers start to take out PENELOPE and the fool.)
Whip them first, whip them both! (T/e two are taken to the
door.) Nay, leave them here, leave them, knaves . . . leave
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them. Damn you, do you hear me! You are too quick to obey
orders! You like this whipping too well, sirrah! You have an
itch for laying on! You beef-witted bastards! And now let us
have entertainment, gentle lords! Let us be merry! The players
are here! Let us have a play!”

And now a herald interrupts the court, entering without cere-
mony. He is breathless with excitement and come to report that
there is a rising in London; that crowds of people are thronging
through Fleet Street, sacking groceries and wineshops and shout-
ing, “Up with Essex!” “Down with Elizabeth!” But the queen
is not troubled.

“What else would they be crying?” she demands. ‘ ‘Up with
Essex!” Viva! ‘Down with Elizabeth!” A bas! The queen is
dead, long live the king! If I were there I would cry it myself.
It has a marvelous ring. ‘Up with Essex!” ‘Down with Eliza-
beth!’ ”

Such a rising, Elizabeth decides, to the consternation of Burgh-
ley and Cecil, is the Lord Mayor’s business and none of hers.
Let the Lord Mayor look to his own people. And if the revolu-
tion should spread to the Palace, what of it? The queen would
be amused to see it. “They are children, Burghley, drunken
children,” she answers them. “Would you fire on children?”
Let them forget the revolution and bring in the players. A mo-
ment later Richard Burbage and John Hemmings stand before
her.

ErizaBeTH—Ah, yes, bold Burbage and handsome Hemmings.
Well, my masters, I understand that you have come to me to
have your noses slit and your thumbs branded? Is it so?

BurBace—Only if unavoidable, Your Majesty.

Exr1zaBeTH—You have put on a play, I believe?

BurBaGE—Many, Your Majesty.

Er1zaBeTH—You have revived the old play of “Richard 1II,” in-
cluding in it the deposition scene which was censored on its first
presentation, and you have done this to foster treasonous projects.

BurBacE—No, Your Majesty, I swear it.

Er1zaBerr—You have not played this play?

BurBacE—But not to foster treason, that I swear.

Evrizaseri—If you played Richard with that pot belly it was
treason indeed. Then for what purpose?

BurBacE—To0 make money.

Er1zaBeTH—On an old play?

BurBacE—We were paid in advance . . .
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Evr1zaBeTH—By whom?

BurBaGE—By Lord Southampton.

BurcHLEY—You see? A friend of Essex.

ErizaBerH—You have much too handsome a nose for slitting,
Master Hemmings, yet you say nothing.

Hemmings—There is only this to say, Your Majesty . . . that
we knew nothing of any traitorous intent in the matter . . . and
that, if we had known of such intent, we would not have given
the performance.

Er1zaBeTe—I think you are all traitorous knaves and rascals,
as a matter of fact, in league with Essex and Southampton and
the smoothest liars in Christendom. Is there something in this?

HeEMMINGS—No, madam.

ErizaBeTH—You know Essex and Southampton?

HeMmmincs—We know Lord Southampton.

ErizaBeTH—How much were you paid for the revival of
“Richard?”’

HemMiNgs—Three pounds, Your Majesty.

Er1zaABETH—No0 more?

HemMIiNgs—No more.

ErizaBeTH—Play it again this afternoon, masters, play it at
my request this afternoon, and you shall have ten pounds for it.
Lord Cecil, pay Master Burbage ten pounds from the royal ex-
chequer for one performance of “Richard.” And let it stand in the
record.

CecrL—Yes, madam.

Er1zaBETH (f0 HEMMINGS)—And tell Lord Southampton when
you see him that I paid ten to his three. Will you tell him?

HeMmMmINGs—VYes, Your Majesty.

ErizaBeTH—And when you have all this treason out of your
systems be ready to play Sir John Falstaff for me at the end of
the week. I should like to see your Falstaff again, sir.

BurBacE—VYes, Your Majesty.

EvrizaBetH—You may go.

The queen, insists Lord Cecil, is quite mad. Rebellion flares at
her very door and she takes no heed of it. Half the town is in
uprising and she will do nothing. Lord Essex has been seen with
an armed force in the city—

At that news the queen is more attentive. If one might guess
Essex is probably even then on his way to the palace? Good.
The queen will be glad to see him. How long do they think the
revolution will last once she has looked on it.
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A door is suddenly thrown open, and from the hall a chorus of
angry voices breaks. Rising above the tumult is the voice of
Lord Essex. “I say the queen will see me! Stand back!”’” There
is a clank of armor and Essex strides defiantly into the room.

“You come with a file of soldiers at your back, my Lord Essex,”
greets the queen.

“Do I need them, Your Majesty?”

“NO.”

“Then be off with ‘you,” Essex commands the officers at his
back. “Follow my orders.” His troops fall back.

“They told me you would not see me,” explains Essex.

“They were wrong,” the queen replies. “I will see you. It
seems you are in rebellion, my good Lord. Enter and state your
grievance, if you have a grievance. For myself, I have a great
affection for rebels, being one myself much of the time.”

He is no rebel, Essex explains. He has but recently come from
Ireland with news of Her Majesty’s subjects there. He did not
disband his army at the coast, as ordered, because he thought it
unwise. An army turned loose becomes a mob. He had himself
paid his men, which, though it may have increased their devotion
to him, as she charges, also made them as devotedly hers as was
their leader.

What of Ireland? Essex should have conquered Ireland, with
time and proper support, he insists. As it is he left it worse than
it was before. But the fault, if any, lay with Elizabeth for fail-
ing in that support. It is true, as she intimates, that he had had
conferences with the rebel Tyrone, but these were part of his
plan.

And why did he not write her of these plans?

He did write, fully many times, and received no answer to what
he wrote.

This is news indeed to Her Majesty. “Before God if the cour-
iers were tampered with there shall be some necks stretched here,”
she promises, as she turns to Cecil and Burghley. “My lords, I
wish to speak with Lord Essex here alone. Leave us.”

They are loath to go, but withdraw with the others. As soon
as she and Essex are alone Elizabeth returns to the subject of the
letters. ‘“What did you write me?” she asks anxiously.

Essex
I wrote you of my love—for I thought you loved me then—
And then I pled with you not to bring me home
In the midst of my mission—and then at last angrily—
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For I had not heard—but always to say I loved you—
Always.
ErizABETH
But is this true?
EssEx
Would T lie?
EL1zABETH
Someone
Has lied and will pay with his life if this is true!—
Before God and hell—someone will pay for this.
Essex
What did you write me?
EL1ZABETH
I wrote—my love—
God keep you safe—I know not—and then, not hearing,
I wrote God knows what madness—as to a rebel—
Thinking you no longer mine—faithless!
Thinking—
Essex
I would I had known—I was in torment—
I—forgive me—
EL1zABETH
You should never have gone away.
God, how I've hated you!—
Essex
No!
EvrL1zABETH
Planned to put you to torture!
Essex
I have been in torture. (He steps toward her.)
ELizABETH
Not yet—I can’t breathe yet—I can’t breathe—
Or think or believe—
Essex
Nor 1.
Er1zABETH
Can we ever—
Believe again? Can it be as it used to be?
Essex
We can make it so.
Evr1zABETH
Come, kill me if you will. Put your arms round me—
If you love me. Do you still love me?
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Essex
~ Yes.
EL1zZABETH
Yes, yes—
If this were false then, then truly—then I should die.
I thought because I was older—you see—someone else—
Essex
No one—never a breath—
EL1ZABETH
Is it all—all as before?
EssEx
We have not changed.
ErLizaBeTH
No. Yes, a little, perhaps.
They have changed us a little.
Essex
Not I. I have not changed.
ELIZABETH
Can I trust you now?
Essex
Sweet, think back, all those months,
All those hideous months! No word, no love.
And when word did come, it was to make me prisoner!
Christ, I have pride!

And though I came here in defiance, T came truly to find you

Who have been lost from me,
ELIZABETH
Do you ask forgiveness?
1t is all forgiven.
Essex
Then, why then, hell’s vanished—
And here’s heaven risen out of it, a heaven of years
In the midst of desolate centuries.
EL1zABETH
We have so few years.
Let us make them doubly sweet, these years we have,
Be gracious with each other, sway a little
To left or right if we must stay together—
Never distrust each other—nay, distrust
All others, when they whisper. Let us make this our pact
Now, for the fates are desperate to part us
And the very gods envy this happiness
We pluck out of loss and death.

61
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EssEx
If two stand shoulder to shoulder against the gods,
Happy together, the gods themselves are helpless
Against them, while they stand so.

Even in the ecstasy of this reunion personal ambition issues a
threatening call. Elizabeth would give all to her Essex now.
“You shall stand back of my chair and together we shall build
an England to make the world wonder and the new world wor-
ship.”

But Essex, seeking to be entirely honest, questions whether
such a union as Elizabeth proposes would work to a desirable
end. After all has he not an army at his back that would make
him king? Being equal in love should they not be also equal in
power?

“Am I not—and I say this, too, in all love—as worthy to be
king as you to be queen? Must you be sovereign alone?”

“You are young in policy, my Essex, if you do not see that if
I should grant high place to you now it would show ill to the
kingdom. It would be believed that you had forced this on me,
would be called a revolution. It would undermine all confidence.
What is built up for years in people’s minds blows away like
thistledown when such things get abroad.”

Frankly Elizabeth further admits that she would not trust
Lord Essex as king. Nor would not willingly give up her preroga-
tives. She may, as he intimates, be his prisoner even now, with
the palace and the city practically in his hands, and England his
for the taking—if so she is grievously disappointed. Is this his
friendship? Is this his love?

“As water finds its level, so power goes to him who can use it,
and soon or late the name of king follows where power is,” Essex
answers.

And so, Elizabeth discovers, because she had purposely taken
no action in her own defense; had let Essex and his army come
bravely home from Ireland unopposed that there might still ap-
pear to be a semblance of peace between them, she is now his
prisoner!

And what does he purpose to do with her? Send her to the
Tower? The block?

“You could hardly take a queen prisoner and have no thought
of her destiny,” declares Elizabeth. “I am my mother’s daugh-
ter. I, too, can walk the path my mother walked.”
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“These are heroics,” Essex insists. “You know you are free as
air.”
“If T do as you ask.”
“Is it so hard to share your power with your love? I could

have all and I offer to share with you.”

EL1zABETH
Let’s have no more pretending.
I'd have given all—but you came with an army, demanding—
In short, you don’t love—nor trust me—no—nor want me—
EssEx
God knows I have wanted you. I have wanted power—
Believed myself fitted to hold it—but not without you.
EL1zZABETH
If you had wanted me would you rise and strike
At me with an army? Never, never! You’d have come
To me quietly, and we’d have talked of it together
As lovers should—and we’d both have our way—
And no one the wiser. But now, to take the palace,
Hold me prisoner—no—what you wanted you’ve taken—
And that is all you shall have. This is your kingdom—
But I—I am not yours.
EssEx
But T am yours
And have been.
EL1ZABETH
Who will believe that? Not the world,
No, and not I. I’d rather go to the Tower
Than share my place on terms like these. Put me where I
Will do least harm.
Essex
I cannot, could not, will not.
Exr1zaBeTH
If T could have given freely—
But not now. Not surrendering. Not to a victor.
Essex
I am no victor if T lose you. The only gift
That I could take from you, is that we are equals.
Evr1zABETH
Yes, but not now.
Essex
I ask one word from you.
Give me this word—this one word—and these soldiers
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Shall leave, and you shall be free.
ELizaABETH
T’ll believe that
When it happens.
Essex
T’ll believe you when you promise.
EL1zZABETH
Then you have my promise.
You shall share the realm with me. As I am queen,
I promise it.
Essex
Then this is my answer. (He kisses her then calls.)
Marvel! Marvell (MARVEL enters.)
Carry out the order of release. Dismiss my guard—
Return the palace into the queen’s hands.
Retire with all our forces to the Strand.
Release all prisoners. Release the queen’s guard
And send them to their stations. (MARVEL goes out.)
The palace will be
Returned as quickly as taken. This is our last quarrel.
EL1zABETH
Yes—our last.
MarveL’s VoicE (off-stage)
Form for retire!
ANOTHER VOICE
Form for retire!
A More DistanT VOICE
Form for retire!
A VoicE (in the distance)
Ready to march!
ANOTHER VOICE
Ready to march!
ANOTHER
All ready!
ANOTHER
Ready, captain! (MARVEL enters.)
MARVEL
The order is obeyed, my lord.
EssEx
Follow your men.
MARVEL
Yes, my lord. (He goes out.)
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EsseEx
- It is as I planned. They are leaving the palace.
Now let us talk no more of this tonight—
Let us forget this matter of thrones and kingdoms
And be but you and me for a while.
ErL1zABETH (immobile)
Yes—yes—
Let us forget. Have you kept your word indeed?
EssEx
I have kept my word.
EL1ZABETH
If I clapped my hands
Would my guard come now—or yours?
Essex
Yours only. Shall T call them?
EL1ZABETH
No—T'll call them. (Ske claps her hands four times. CAPTAIN
ARMIN appears in the entrance followed by four beef-eaters
with halberds. They stand at attention in the entrance.)
To be sure I have a guard
Once more. (7o the CAPTAIN.)
The palace has been returned? It is in our hands?
CaprTAIN
Yes, Majesty.
EL1zABETH
I have ruled England a long time, my Essex,
And T have found that he who would rule must be
Quite friendless, without mercy, without love.
Arrest Lord Essex!
Arrest Lord Essex! Take him to the Tower
And keep him safe.
Essex
Is this a jest?
ErizaBeTH
I never
Jest when I play for kingdoms, my lord Essex.
EssEx
I trusted you.
ELIZABETH
I trusted you,
And learned from you that no one can be trusted.
I will remember that.
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EsseEx
Lest that should be all
You ever have to remember, Your Majesty,
Take care what you do.
EL1zABETH
I shall take care. (EsSEX unsheathes his sword, breaks it across
his knee, flings it at the foot of the throme, turns and walks
out between the two files of guards. The curtain falls.)

ACT III

It is dawn of the day set for Lord Essex’ execution. In the
queen’s apartments in the Tower, “a square and heavy room, long
and with a raised stone platform, at one end of which stands a
regal chair, the fool, who has been trying to sleep wrapped in the
draperies of the queen’s chair, is aroused by the weeping of Ellen,
who has but now come from Her Majesty’s chamber after having
been slapped by the queen and curtly dismissed.”

Ellen’s reading aloud had worn upon the patience of a nerve-
taut sovereign.

The Lady Penelope is also close to tears. Nor can her grief
be lightened by the anxious fool, who still is certain Her Majesty
will not let Essex die, even though it is now five o’clock and the
execution set for six.

Yet the queen has sent many messages, Penelope reports, and
Essex has answered none of them. “He’s as silent as if he wanted
to die,” or so it seems to Penelope. And the queen would have
her proud prisoner beg her pardon.

“She says she gave him a ring once,” says Penelope. “If he
ever wanted forgiveness he was to send the ring. And he sits
there stubbornly with the ring on his finger. Oh, God, will noth-
ing happen?”

Now Elizabeth has come from her chamber, restless and heavy-
eyed from nights of wakefulness. All but Penelope she sends from
her. There is now a bond of sympathy between these two. Penel-
ope has also loved Essex, yet knew his heart was given to his
queen.

“He said ‘I love her dearly,” ” confesses Penelope to Elizabeth,
“T wanted him for myself and I warned him against you. He
laughed at me. He said, ‘I love her very dearly.’ ”

“You tell me this because you want to save him.”

“No, dear queen, it’s true.”

“This is the end of me, dear,” sighs Elizabeth, ‘“this is the end.
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It comes late. I've been a long while learning, but I've learned it
now. Life is bitter. Nobody dies happy, queen or no. Will he
speak, think you? Will he send to me?”

“No, not now.”

“You see, this is the end of me. Oh, I shall live, I shall walk
about and give orders . . . a horrible while . . . a horrible old
hag.”

“You must send for him,” urges Penelope. “He’s proud as you
are, and you have the upper hand. He'll say nothing. You must
send for him, bring him here.”

Chimes ring the quarter hour. Querulously Elizabeth demands
that the players, who have been sent for, be brought forth. She
calls, too, for her fool. But he is not a merry fool. A weeping
fool, rather, and is sent away again.

When the actors arrive, costumed for Falstaff, they are urged
by their queen to hurry into their scene, the comedy scene begin-
ning with Falstaff’s speech: “I call thee coward? I’ll see thee
damned ere I call thee coward!”

They play it heavily through to the end, the queen hearing little
of it, pacing the floor in torment and finally dismissing the players
as vile actors performing in a vile play.

Now the clock has chimed the half hour and still there is no
word. Cecil has come, and there is a momentary hope that he
has brought word from Essex, but he has come only to report the
gathering of a protesting mob in the courtyard and to ask that
the queen send her guard to disperse it.

The sneer in Elizabeth’s voice is but thinly veiled as she an-
swers him.

“It is your day, Cecil,” she says. “I daresay you know that.
The snake-in-the-grass endures, and those who are noble, free of
soul, valiant and admirable . . . they go down in the prime, al-
ways they go down.”

“Madam, the guard is needed at once.”

“Aye . . . the snake mind is best . . . One by one you out-
last them. To the end of time it will be so . . . the rats inherit
the earth. Take my guard. Take it. I thought you brought
word from . . . Go, call Lord Essex for me from his cell . . .

and bring him thither! T’ll wait no longer.”

“Lord Essex is prepared for execution. The priest has been
sent to him.”

“Bring him here, I say, and now, at once!”’

Elizabeth is seated in the royal chair to receive Essex, dressed
in black and very pale.
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Having been summoned he has come, Essex announces. But it
would have been kinder, he thinks, had he been left with his
thoughts until the ax came down and ended them.

“Are you so set on dying?” demands the queen.

“I can’t say I care for it,” answers Essex. “This blood that
beats in us has a way of wanting to keep right on. But if one is
to die it’s well to go straight toward it.”

“You must have known I never meant you to die.”

“I am under sentence from Your Majesty’s courts. There’s no
appeal that I know of. I am found guilty of treason on good
evidence, and cannot deny it. This treason, I believe, is punish-
able with death.”

Even though the prompting is apparent Essex refuses to take
advantage of this opportunity further to plead his cause, nor yet
to talk as a lover might for fear by doing so he would seem to be
trying to save his head.

EL1ZABETH
It’s true that you never
Loved me, isn’t it? You were ambitious, and I
Loved you, and it was the nearest way to power,
And you took the nearest way? No,no . . . one moment . . .
This is an hour for truth, if there’s ever truth . . .
I’'m older than you . . . but a queen; it was natural
You’d flatter me, speak me fair, and I believed you.
P'm sorry I believed you. Sorry for you
More than for me,

Essex
Why, yes . . . that’s true enough.
Now may I go? This dying sticks in my mind,
And makes me poor company, I fear.

ErL1zABETH
It was true?
It was true, then?

Essex
If you wish to make me tell you.
What you well know, how much I used to love you,
How much I have longed for you, very well, I will say it.
That’s a small victory to win over me now,
But take it with the rest.

EL1zABETH
You did love me?
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Essex
MR

Er1zABETH
And love me still?

EssEx
Yes. You should know that, I think,

E11zABETH
You kept my ring. You never sent my ring.
P’ve been waiting for it.

Essex
You may have it back
If you have use for it . . . I had thought to wear it
As far as my grave, but, take it.

EL1ZABETH
T’d have forgiven
All that had passed, at any hour, day or night,
Since I last saw you. I have waited late at night
Thinking, tonight the ring will come, he will never
Hold out against me so long, but the nights went by
Somehow, like the days, and it never came,
Till the last day came, and here it is the last morning
And the chimes beating out the hours.

Essex
Dear, if I'd known . . .
But I could not have sent it.

If he had sent the ring, if he had claimed that promise of Eliza-
beth and she could not have kept it, explains Essex, it would
have been much harder for him to die than it now will be.

But it is not too late, even now, insists the queen. If he will
but offer the ring her forgiveness will be complete. Essex shall
be pardoned, set free, and his estates returned to him. All will
be as it was.

But that could never be, insists Essex, unless Elizabeth would
also lose her throne. If he were free he would surely take it from
her.

“Again?” protests the unhappy Elizabeth. “You’d play that
game again?”

Essex
The games one plays
Are not the games one chooses always. I
Am still a popular idol of a sort.
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There are mutterings over my imprisonment,
Even as it is . . . and if you should set me free
And confess your weakness by overlooking treason
And setting me up in power once more, the storm
That broke last time would be nothing to the storm
That would break over you then. As for myself,
I played for power and lost, but if T had
Another chance I think I'd play and win.
EL1zABETH
Why do you say this?
Essex
I say it because it’s true.
I have loved you, love you now, but I know myself.
If T were to win you over and take my place
As it used to be, it would gall me. I have a weakness
For being first wherever I am. I refuse
To take pardon from you without warning you
Of this. And when you know it pardon becomes
Impossible.
ErL1zABETH
You do this for me?
EssEx
Why, yes,
But not altogether. Partly for England, too.
I’ve lost conceit of myself a little. A life
In prison’s very quiet. It leads to thinking.
You govern England better than I should.
I’d lead her into wars, make a great name,
Perhaps, like Henry Fifth and leave a legacy
Of debts and bloodshed after me. You will leave
Peace, happiness, something secure. A woman governs
Better than a man, being a natural coward.
A coward rules best.
EL1zABETH
Still bitter.
EssEx
Perhaps a little.
It’s a bitter belief to swallow, but I believe it.
You were right all the time. (7The chimes ring three-quarters.)
And now, if you’ll pardon me,
I have an appointment near-by with a headsman.
He comes sharp on the hour.
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E11zZABETH
You have an hour yet.
It’s but struck five.

Essex
It struck five some time since.

Er1zABETH
It cannot go this way!

Essex
Aye, but it has.
It has and will. There’s no way out. I’ve thought of it
Every way. Speak frankly. Could you forgive me
And keep your throne?

ErizaBETH
No.

Essex
Are you ready to give
Your crown up to me?

ErizaBeTH
No. It’s all T have. (Ske rises.)
Why, who am 1
To stand here paltering with a rebel noble!
I am Elizabeth, daughter of a king,
The Queen of England, and you are my subject!
What does this mean, you standing here eye to eye
With me, your liege? You whom I made, and gave
All that you have, you, an upstart, defying
Me to grant pardon, lest you should sweep me from power
And take my place from me? I tell you if Christ his blood
Ran streaming from the heavens for a sign
That I should hold my hand you’d die for this,
You pretender to a throne upon which you have
No claim, you pretender to a heart, who have been
Hollow and heartless and faithless to the end!

’

Essex
If we’d met some other how we might have been happy . . .
But there’s been an empire between us! I am to die . . .

Let us say that . . . let us begin with that . . .

For then I can tell you that if there’d been no empire
We could have been great lovers. If even now

You were not queen and I were not pretender,

That god who searches heaven and earth and hell

For two who are perfect lovers, could end his search
With you and me. Remember . .. I am to die . . .
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And so I can tell you truly, out of all the earth
That I'm to leave, there’s nothing I'm very loathe
To leave save you. Yet if T live I'll be
Your death or you’ll be mine.
EL1zABETH
Give me the ring.
Essex
No.
E1r1zABETH
Give me the ring. I'd rather you’d kill me
Than I killed you.
EssEx
It’s better for me as it is
Than that I should live and batten my fame and fortune
On the woman I love. I’ve thought of it all. It’s better
To die young and unblemished than to live long and rule
And rule not well.
EL1ZABETH
Aye, T should know that.
Essex
Is it not?
EL1zABETH
Yes.
Essex
Good-by, then,
EL1ZABETH
Oh, then I’'m old, I’'m old!
I could be young with you, but now I'm old.
I know how it will be without you. The sun
Will be empty and circle around an empty earth . . .
And T will be queen of emptiness and death . . .
Why could you not have loved me enough to give me
Your love and let me keep as I was?
EssEx
I know not.
I only know I could not. I must go.
EL1zZABETH (frozen)
Yes.
(He goes to the door.)
Lord Essex.
(He turns.)
Take my kingdom. It is yours!
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(EssEX, as if not kearing, bows and goes on. PENELOPE runs
in, meeting him.)
PENELOPE
My lord! She has forgiven you?
EsseEx
Good-by, my dear.
(He kisses her.)
PENELOPE

No, no! She loves you! Go to her.

(EssEx goes out.)

Run to her! She waits you still! See if you turn

She waits you stilll Dear queen, would you let him go?

He goes to his death! Send, send after him!

(The queen lifts her face and shows a face so stricken that
PENELOPE, who has gone to her, says no more. The clock
strikes six. EL1ZABETH bows her head on PENELOPE’S knees,
her hands over her ears.)

CURTAIN



TOMORROW AND TOMORROW
A Drama in Three Acts

By Puirip BARrRry

THE early theatre season of 1930-31 in New York had been
fairly barren of impressive drama, which may have had something
to do with the immediate and unmistakable success of Philip
Barry’s “Tomorrow and Tomorrow,” presented in mid-January
at the Henry Miller Theatre.

Stanch adherents of the play, however, would be quick to resent
the suggestion. This play’s success, they insist, and I happen to
agree with them, is due primarily to the power and appeal en-
gendered by its writing, which is expert. It is a physically com-
pact and psychologically sound drama. Few plays are written
with as little waste and few with as strong a human appeal as
this one.

The framework of “Tomorrow and Tomorrow” (which origi-
nally was called “Hail and Farewell”) is found in the Old Testa-
ment, beginning with the eighth verse of the fourth chapter of
IT Kings. It is the story of the prophet Elisha, his servant,
Gehazi, and the Shunammite woman, in which the miracle of
the birth of a son to the woman who thought herself barren is
biologically modernized and dramatically romanticized.

It is a play so sensitively and delicately wrought in both
character and situation that it demands intelligent casting and
direction. These, fortunately, it received at the hands of Gilbert
Miller in the New York production.

The scene of “Tomorrow and Tomorrow” is the living room of
Gail and Eve Redman’s house in Redmanton, Ind. “It is a
spacious, high-ceilinged, rectangular room in a house that was
the town’s and Gail’s grandfather’s pride when he built it in
1870.”

Of this room Mr. Barry also says: “It has been lived in long
enough to have lost a portion of the forbidding dignity that was
its original chief characteristic. Now it presents itself as a fairly
comfortable, agreeable enough old room, for brighter, newer
things have been added, such as lamps and sofa-cushions and
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vases full of flowers, deftly placed. Chairs and sofa are covered
for the summer with slip-covers.”

It is 1 o’clock in the morning of an early summer day, “several
years ago.” A dim light has been left in the hall and a reading
lamp is lighted in the living room. Otherwise the house is dark.

Gail Redman, “thirty, tall, well-built, likeable-looking,” lets
himself in through the hall. He carries a suitcase and a light
overcoat. He apparently is stiff and tired from a long ride. He
would put out the lights and go to bed, but at the moment he
spies a plate of sandwiches and a thermos bottle of milk on a
side table. They interest him, despite his weariness.

Eve Redman has heard Gail come in. She calls from the top of
the stairs and a moment later comes down to join him. It has
been ten days since Gail left for the reunion of his college class
and it seems something more than an age to both of them.

Now we have Gail’s first fragmentary reports of the reunion
and the fun of it. The fun and the disappointments. Reunions
do make a fellow feel aged, if not infirm. And yet at the mo-
ment Gail, to Eve, seems terribly young—younger even than she
had remembered his being.

There are also Eve’s casual reports of the ten days that have
passed slowly at home. Things have happened at the works
and at the college. The works have received a big order for
harrows from Brazil or somewhere and President Adee of the
college—Redman college—has announced a summer course that
is to be for women as well as men.

The idea of the college his grandfather founded going co-edu-
cational, even to this extent, without so much as consulting him,
a member of the board, is not altogether pleasing to Gail. But
Eve loves it. She even plans to attend the summer classes.

There is a certain nervous excitement in Eve’s enthusiasm that
startles Gail. She is, he notices, awfully jumpy. Why?

Eve knows no particular reason. She is restless. She must,
she feels, find something to do; something more than she has

been doing. . . . She is talking rapidly now and has become
suddenly conscious of a worrisome thought. She hurries on with
her report.

“I gave two hundred dollars to the Infants’ Summer Hospital
—was that all right?”

“T guess s0.”

“The roof above the storeroom leaks. I’'ve ordered it mended.
The horses are fine. O’Brien says Eli’s foot is coming along
nicely.—The Science Department’s got hold of a man called Hay,
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from Montreal—isn’t that where McGill is?>—Dr. Nicholas Hay,
I think his name is—to start things with a four weeks’ lecture-
course, beginning Monday. The Adees say he’s really fine.
They heard him at Ohio State last winter. He’s on a kind of
tour. I told them he could stay with us.”

Gail is a little disturbed at the idea of taking the visitor in.
He will probably have whiskers and be very cranky. But, Eve is
quite definitely pleased. It will be pleasant to have someone to
do for. She hopes Dr. Hay is so old and absent-minded that he
will not be able to do one thing for himself. It has been a long
time since Eve has had anyone to look out for. Gail is one
of the independent kind. He does everything for himself.

“You still love me, don’t you, dear?” Gail asks, a shade of
anxious doubt in his voice.

“—1 love, Gail. So it must be you I love,” Eve answers,
simply.

That, thinks Gail, is a queer way to put it. It is another con-
vincing note that Eve seems changed, someway . .. Now he
knows . . . She has been on another of her reading jags! She
talks like a book.

That much Eve is willing to admit. She has been fairly de-
vouring books, one after another.

“What makes me do it?” she wonders.

“Oh, you just get lonely, that’s all,” answers Gail. “I don’t
see that it’s a very harmful vice.”

They are silent for a moment. His long drive home from the
reunion is beginning to tell on Gail. He is noticeably sleepy.

“The Jessups had their baby Tuesday,” reports Eve.

“Good—what was it?” drones Gail. He is very sleepy now.

EveE—A girl. A very small one. (Ske looks away again.) 1
should have a strapping boy, with a broad, high forehead and a
mass of curly hair. That’s the kind of baby / should have—

GarL—Will have, some day.

Eve—When?

GaiL—You never can tell. Soon, maybe.

Eve—I hope it will be soon. (There is a silence. GAIL is
breathing with the regularity of impending sleep.)—Because I'm
getting scared, Gail.

GarL—What’s that? (He half-rouses himself, and sinks back
again.) There’s no cause to be. No cause at all.

Eve—We’ve been married almost six years, now.

GarL—That’s nothing. Lots of people wait a dozen.
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EvE—I'm tired of waiting. (Another silence.) T'm really
frightened now, Gail. (Ske seats herself near him.)

GarL—Foolish to be.

Eve—But I'm—I was an only child, you know. So was my
mother, Maybe there’s something wrong with me.

GarL (from far away)—Don’t you believe it.

Eve—Maybe I ought to find out if there is—but I dread to
know it. (Another silence.) 1 can’t sleep for thinking of it. I
don’t know why I shouldn’t have one. I'm quite strong. I've
never had anything really the matter with me. And I love chil-
dren, I do love them. If loving children made you have them,
I'd have a houseful. And besides, I would so love the actual
having of one. I shouldn’t mind any kind of pain at all. I'd
welcome it. I’d know then that I was living—making—and not
slowly dying, a little more each day like this. (Again GaiL’s chin
kas sunk upon his breast. EVE’s eyes are straight ahead, her
voice low. A silence.) They must be even sweeter when they're
all your own. There’s nothing about them I don’t like. Even
if it should be a girl—but of course it wouldn’t be, not the first
one. (Another silence. Her voice becomes lower still.) Heaven
shine on me, rain on me. Bring something out of me to hold in
my arms, send me some small thing to care for. TI’ll love it
tenderly, Only I shall look after it, ever. I shall become wise.
I shall know what is good for him. T shall find out everything
there is to know. Don’t keep me empty this way any longer.
I have room. I'm strong. I'm well. (A longer silence. Then:)
Listen to me, Gail: I’'m speaking honestly: I must have a child, or
in a while T shan’t be good for anything at all. Help me to life,
Gail. Hold fast to it with your strong hands and bring me to it—
(Blindly, she reaches her hand out to him. He does not take it.
Slowly, she turns and looks at him. He is asleep. A silence.
She drops her hand lifelessly into her lap. Then she speaks in
another voice.) Gail— (And again:) Gail.

(He raises his head slowly, then opens his eyes and looks at
her, dully. At last he laughs, and rises from the sofa.)

GaiL—Lord! I guess I must have dropped right off—

EvE—Yes.

GarL—What time is it, anyhow? (He turns and looks at the
clock.) Ouch! Work tomorrow, darling.

EvE—Yes.

Gai.—What is it you were saying?—I'm still in a fog.

Eve—It will keep. (Ske rises.)
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GarL—Oh, yes!—Now look here, Eve; don’t you worry about
that another bit.

Eve—All right, Gail.

GarL—Because worrying doesn’t help, and I'm perfectly sure
that sooner or later, if we’re only patient, we'll—

Eve—It’s all right, Gail. (He moves toward the doorway.)

GarL—Just a matter of a little patience, that’s all— (He stops
and turns.) Oh—the lights—

EvE—You go ahead. I'll put them out. (He precedes her into
the hall, and mounts the stairs. She puts out the lamps, then goes
into the hall and turns out the light there. A faint glow lights
her way up the stairs from above. Then it, too, goes out and the
darkness is complete.)

At 5 o’clock the next afternoon the living room is brightened
somewhat by the presence of flowers in the vases, but it still is far
from a cheerful room. This has been a dull, gray day, with a
light rain falling since morning.

Ella, the Redman maid, lets Nicholas Hay and Samuel Gillespie
in at the front door. “Hay is thirty-four, fine-looking, strong-
looking.” Gillespie, who carries two large suitcases and a brief
case “is a year or two younger, small, slight and unsmiling.”

Dr. Hay’s room, Ella indicates, is next the library, but he
may wait for Mrs. Redman if ke likes. She is in the garden.
Ella evidently is puzzled by the presence of Gillespie, until Dr.
Hay explains that Gillespie is his secretary.

Neither Dr. Hay nor Gillespie seems at all pleased with the
altered plan that has put them in the home of the Redmans
rather than in a hotel. They would have preferred the hotel.
Dr. Hay is fearfully tired. He wanted to be alone. He feels
that he has lost the art of talking to people, if he ever had it.
Gillespie will have to get him out of this situation—

“Lord, how I hate money,” mutters the doctor. “God, how I
hate the need of it. How was it I didn’t save some in eight
years of general practice?”

“You didn’t have me then, sir,” cheerfully suggests Gillespie.

“That day I sat there realizing there aren’t half a dozen
drugs you can count on in the whole pharmacopeia, realizing
what a great hoax the whole thing really is, that all I cared for in
this world is human emotion and the whys and wherefores—
Lord, Gillespie, was I crazy?”

“I don’t think so.”

The general atmosphere of gloom in the Redman home adds to
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Dr. Hay’s depression. And the people! What does Gillespie

imagine they will be like?

. “They may be a nice old couple who go to bed right after
dinner,” ventures Gillespie. And adds, on reflection: “And, of
course, they may be perfect bastards.”

In any case there ought to be some way of getting out grace-
fully, insists Hay. “I feel like a swine, but all I want is a
hotel room, and to be left alone.”

“Of course we’ll have to stay a day or two,” he adds; “but—
(after a moment’s reflection) Look here: I think if it’s arranged
straight off—this afternoon—it will be all right. You find a
chance to say, ‘Oh—Dr. Hay—about Monday—’ and I'll tell
them as graciously as I can that I’'ve had to make a rule never
to stay more than a day or so in a private house—that I—that I
cannot take my responsibilities as a guest lightly enough to give
my work the attention it demands. Does it sound too pompous
for words?”
da‘}‘,N?,”it sounds pretty good . . . ‘Oh, Dr. Hay—about Mon-

There are other reasons why they should be somewhat cheered,
Gillespie points out. They are, after all, nearing the end of a
ten weeks’ lecture tour; they will soon be on the boat, Europe-
bound. Might be a good thing for them to try to line up a
publisher while they are in New York.

But Dr. Hay is too tired to think kindly of any such suggestion.
Whoever would want to buy anything he might write? He’s
staie. The whole world’s stale.

“If T didn’t realize that I've got hold of something that’s
going to change the whole system of education, of literature and
art as well—if I didn’t believe that the future of my findings may
be the future of the human race—"

“What would you do, sir? Go fishing?”

“—That’s just what I would do.”

Now Eve hurries through the French windows from the garden.
‘‘She is wearing a hat and a light raincoat, both wet with rain.”
For a moment she does not see Dr. Hay and Gillespie. When she
does her greetings are friendly and informal.

“Have you been here long?” she asks.

“Just a few moments,” Dr. Hay assures her. “The maid said
_V}?ur ’Enother would be in directly. She said that she was in
the—

He realizes his mistake, stares a little confusedly at her, and
they both laugh.
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“TI thought you’d be much older, too,” she says.

Mr. Gillespie, Eve explains to Ella, is to have the room at the
top of the stairs. Dr. Hay will be next the library, which has
been cleared out a little to make a sort of study for him. Gillespie
carries the doctor’s bags in there.

“Your room is away from the rest, so you’ll be able to come
and go as you like,” Eve continues. “There’s just my husband
and me. It’s not precisely a cheerful house, but the sun comes in
everywhere, when there is sun.”

“It’s a pretty town.”

EvE—The country is flat. Plains, and more plains. There
should have been a hill or two. But I'm afraid it’s too late to
do anything about it. (Hav leughs.)

Hay—oOh, I don’t know!

Eve—Can you make mountains out of mole-hills?

Hay—1It’s part of my profession to.

EvE—Do your first one under the College, please. I’ve always
thought it should stand upon a hill.

Hav—“Redman” it’s called—is it named for your husband?

Eve—For his grandfather. He built it. It was his one tame
oat, sowed very late. I hope you'll like it. I do. I’'m going to
your lectures.

Hav—That isn’t fair.

Eve—I shall sit very still.

Hay— —And sleep peacefully.

EvE—Oh, no! I shall be all ears. And when you say, “Are
there any questions?”’—Do you say, “Are there any questions?”

Hav—1I’m afraid I do.

EvE—Well, I shall ask the most stupid ones you have ever
heard.

Hav—I doubt that.

Eve—You will see. You've probably never met a more un-
educated person. It was nice of you, thinking I was my daughter.
Tell me what you expected.

Hay—Tell me what you did.

Eve—For some ridiculous reason—though I know no one has
them any more— (Hav indicates a beard. His gesture says,
“Was that it?” She nods. He laughs.)

Hay—No—I can never rise to that.

Eve—And what was I?

Hay—~Quite large—a little flushed, and slightly out of breath.
And I believe you sang, when urged. (Eve laughs.)
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Eve—I think were quits, don’t you?

Hav—So soon?

Eve—I mean as far as preconceptions go.
* Hay—Oh—preconceptions— (Tkey look at each other, smiling.
The silence becomes a little too long, and EVE goes on, hastily:)

EvE—Perhaps I ought to warn you: it’'s a—ours is pretty
much of a haphazard household. It more or less runs itself.
My father hated punctuality, so I fell into bad ways early. You'll
ring for breakfast when you want it, won’t you? And at any
other meal-time that you don’t feel quite like sitting down in a
stiff chair—they are so stiff—you can have a tray. We’ll under-
stand. Heavens! How well I’/ understand! (Ske rubs the small
of her back reminiscently, then rises and looks in surprise at her
hand.) Why, I'm wet. I’'m soaking wet. (He is watching her,
fascinated. She laughs, slips off the raincoat, and stands forth in a
bright summer dress.) 1 hope the state I’'m in is what they call
“a pretty confusion.” Otherwise—

Havy—You're lovely.

Eve (startled)—What?

Hav—TI say you're lovely. (A moment. Then:)

EvE—But how nice of you to think that.

The incident of their meeting, and their surprise, is still on
Eve’s mind. She recalls the speech she had prepared to say to
Dr. Hay. “We are very honored and very happy to have you
here, Dr. Hay, and sincerely trust your stay with us will be as—
will be as— (Ske stops and throws out her hands.) 1 remember
the words, but I forget the gestures.”

“Miss Redman will please see me after class,” prompts Dr.
Hay.

Now Gail has come, been formally presented, and has assured
the doctor that the Redmans are delighted to have him as a
guest.

A moment later Gillespie returns and there is something of
which he would like to remind Dr. Hay—“about Monday!” But
Dr. Hay has quite forgotten about Monday.

Gail and Eve leave their guests until dinner. A fairly thick
silence falls upon Dr. Hay and Gillespie as the Redmans disap-
pear. Then Dr. Hay drops a cube of ice in a glass and pours
himself a drink. Gillespie has lighted a cigarette and is watching
Hay’s back quizzically, without a word.

“Shut up, Gillespie,” commands Hay, as the lights fade.
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Three weeks later, on a bright Sunday morning, Gillespie is
waiting in the Redman living room to hear from Dr. Hay. The
secretary is accepting life quite as calmly as usual, but the doctor
has taken on a new energy. The hot weather, he concludes, agrees
wonderfully with him.

As Hay emerges now from the library he reports that he has
been spending the morning working in bed on his next Tuesday’s
lecture, the twelfth of the series, and he thinks he will entirely
rewrite all the others. The old cases appall him.

The Redmans have not appeared. Gail, Gillespie suspects, is
with his four-footed friends. And Mrs. Redman has probably
gone to church. There is a plan, Dr. Hay believes, to have a
picnic lunch up the river, but Gillespie prefers the beer in Rail-
road Avenue, if there is no objection.

There' is news from the French line about their reservations.
Their steamer will be sailing in two weeks, and because Dr.
Hay'’s lectures have been creating something of a stir in the east
he is to be accorded special privileges as a traveler.

Dr. Hay is not eager to leave Redmanton. He has come to like
the little town, and the people.

“They have such fresh, free, open minds,” he reminds Gillespie.
“They’re so fine and simple.” He is silent for a moment, and then
he adds: “Gillespie, what am I to do for a woman like Mrs.
Redman? I mean to repay her—”

“She won’t want repaying.”

Havy—I know, but when I came here three weeks ago I was in
pieces. I wondered when they’d come to sweep me up.

GrrLpLEsPIE—It wasn’t that bad.

Havy—1It was bad enough. But just to have been in the same
house with her, to have heard that quiet voice, never insisting,
never insisting anything. To have walked with her over that
lovely lawn, through those lovely meadows—

GriLEsPIE—I know.—A very pleasant set-up on the whole.

Hay—1It’s made a new man of me, that’s all.

GrirespiE—I haven’t heard you singing in your bath, yet.
(Hav laughs.)

Hav—A man, I said. I leave that happy practice to boys like
Redman.

GirrLespiE—I think his voice is changing.

Hav—Still, they seem to be pretty well suited to each other,
don’t they?

GirLespiE—Well enough, T guess.
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Gail: “O’Brien said he never in his life saw him ride better. He
made a perfect jump, O'Brien said—and came back at a dead trot
and—and then—just fell off in his arms. He went out like a light—
and, oh, Eve—what are we going to do?”

(Zita Johann, Drew Price and Harvey Stephens)
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Hav—He’s a fine, good fellow. It seems a fine life for her.
Yet underneath one feels some kind of lack, some kind of longing,
I can’t make out what it is she wants. There’s never a complaint,
of course—not she! She wears her rue with a difference.

GiLLESPIE—Got awfully small bones, hasn’t she?

Hav—What’s that got to do with it? (GILLESPIE does not
reply. He begins to sketch with a pencil upon the back of Hav’s
lecture notes.) It’s queer about her; we’ve talked for hours on
end and still I don’t feel I know her one bit better than the day
I came.

GILLESPIE—NoO?

Hav—Maybe I'm not quite the bright fellow I thought T was.

GiLLEsPIE—Or maybe it’s all there is to know.

Hav—Don’t you believe it.

GILLESPIE—Reads a lot, doesn’t she?

Hav—DBook after book. Why? (GILLESPIE skrugs.)

GiLrespiE—Don’t ask me.

Hay—That’s what you always say when you think you know
something. (Another silent shrug.) What? Some sort of crea-
tive impulse gone wrong? (He rises abruptly.) An artist with-
out an art—is that it?

GiLresPiE—Or a woman without love.

Hay—There’s her husband, isn’t there?

GiLrLeEsPIE—I mean love.

Hay—It’s not that simple. But it’s something—and if I can’t
dig it out, I’m not much on— But I’'m going to dig it out. I’ll
tell you by evening what it is. I'll— (GILLESPIE cocks kis head
admiringly at the sketch.) What’s that?

GILLESPIE—A cenator.

Hav—A what?

GiLrespiE—A cenator. Half man, half horse. (Hav laughs.)

Hav—Gillespie, you’re a joy to me. I believe I'll have you
stuffed.

Eve is home from church. Gillespie has gathered his papers
together and gone to his room. Dr. Hay has lingered. He is in-
terested in Eve’s reactions to the sermon she has heard, but Eve
found it difficult to keep her mind on the sermon. She was
thinking, she admits, too steadily of yesterday’s lecture.

She is standing near the window now, framed in a picture with
the garden flowers beyond. Dr. Hay would have her hold the
pose for a minute, that he may remember her long afterwards as
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she looks at that moment. It is Eve’s confession that she thinks
she shall also miss him a great deal—afterwards.

They drift into an exchange of intimacies concerned with the
people they were before they met. Dr. Hay, born in Montreal,
had, as she suspects, been compelled to fight rather steadily up-
hill. His none too happy childhood he prefers not to discuss.
In fact he is much more interested learning about her than telling
about himself.

Eve’s life, to Eve, has been fairly uneventful. A professor’s
daughter, a professor of Romance languages, ‘she had lived simply,
caring for a father who was very dear and very learned but rather
frail.

There is the river—the Willing River—on the banks of which
they are to picnic for the first time today—that has meant a good
deal in Eve’s life.

“It’s why I married Gail, I think,” she says, “it’s so like him.
In summer I swim down it. Perhaps we shall swim today. In
winter I skate up it all the way to O’Fallon’s Falls—though of
course I never dare quite go there—"

“Why not?”

Eve—Well, if I did—I’d have done it!—You see? It’s some-
thing to skate up the Willing all the way from Redmanton to
O’Fallon’s Falls. But I'm a very good skater. You should see
me do an inside edge. Fresh, new black ice, ready to be written
on. Oh, it’s the finest sort of river! You'll see! Of course,
after this morning I shan’t be able to go there for a while, so—

Havy—Not able? What’s to prevent you? (Ske smiles and
lays her finger to her lips.)

Eve—Sh!—the laurel. There’s a bank covered with it. It’s
ready to bloom, now. It blooms for twenty days. (Hay
frowns.)

Hav—DI’m even stupider than I supposed. Does laurel—? (Ske
laughs.)

Eve—Give me hay-fever? No—it’s just an idea of mine.
When I was fifteen, my first summer here, there was one very
bright night, and T went walking by myself. All at once I came
upon the bank of laurel. It was— T can’t tell you. I've never
known beauty like it, before or since. I think it was the first
time I ever felt myself alive. But when I could, I ran from it.
I haven’t been back there since—not at that time of year. (He
is watching her intently. She reseats herself.)

Hav—No, of course not.
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Eve—You see, I shouldn’t dare. I want it as it was then.
It may have changed—or I may.

Hav—Or possibly it was too real for you. Possibly you are
afraid it will be too real again. (Ske looks at him, startled.)

EveE—Too—? (And averts her head again:) You don’t see
what I mean.

Hav—T1 see precisely what you mean. (He rises.) What are
you going to do with your life here? (She smiles.)

EvE—Why—very much what I've always done, I think.

Hay—That’s all you ask, is it?

Eve—It’s a pleasant place. I'm fond of the people here, and
they of me. I should be very happy, don’t you think?

Hav—Some women might. Not you.

Eve—But I'm not unusual in any way.

Hav—Except that you're a different order of being entirely.

Eve—I? How?

Hav—How often have you made your little world here over?

Eve—Why, I don’t know.

Havy—Countless times, haven’t you? And now there’s nothing
left to work on—it’s all worn thin—won’t take the paint— (EvE
smiles.)

EvE—I’m not following very well, Dr. Hay.

Hay—Did you ever hear of an artist without an art?

Eve—No. What are they like?

Hay—Miserable, usually. Probably the most wretched people
in the world.

EvE—I’m afraid I still don’t—

Hay—Because they aren’t like other people. They must do
something about life, with it, to it,—or else—

Eve—What?

Havy—The sooner they die the better for them.

Eve—Oh.

Hay—There are artists outside the arts, you know—that’s
where most of them are. All I'm trying to say is that somewhere,
for part of the time at least, you might find—material you can
work with.

Dr. Hay thinks Eve should come East in the winter for a month
or two months. There she would find new faces, new interests,
plays, music, exhibitions. Even better still, let her come to Paris
in April! Tremendous things are happening in Paris—a new
music, a new literature—and she does need something so very
much. Eve admits that. What else is there that could lift her
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away from the humdrum routine of her everyday life? Why
not a houseful of children? That idea enthuses Dr. Hay.

“Let’s see, now,” he runs on; “the first son in just about a
year. There’s creation! There’s art for you!”

“You must not make fun of me,” Eve protests.

Hav—But I’m not! I’'m doing nothing of the sort! I'm simply
convinced you’re what I say you are. (She rises and moves away.,
He is silent a moment, watching her closely. Then he goes on.)
Yes, it’s quite plain, now. I see him with your eyes, your brow
and Gail’s deep chest and fine long back—

EvVE (@ murmur)—It would be good.

Hav—He’ll be very grave and solemn for a while, until things
have grown familiar. Then he’ll laugh out loud. He’ll laugh a
great deal, first sons do, you know.

Eve—I hope—

Hay—And you’ll sing him to sleep of nights— (He sings.)
“Frér-e Jacq-ues, Frér-e Jacq-ues—”

EVE (continuing the song)— ‘Dormez-vous. Sonnez les matin-
eS_JY

Hay—It’s true: I believe he might be the answer for you.

EveE—I should set great store by him. (Hav advances.)

Hav—Then I tell you to have one—have one quickly. I shall
be happier about you, then. (He senses an embarrassment in her,
turns away again to relieve it, and continues more lightly.) Let’s
see now: we must find a name for him. “Gail” is good but he
must have one of his own. Names are important. Redman is
a fine name—he must have one as fine, to go with it. “Peter”—
“David”—no, those are too romantic, now. “Adam”—no, that’s
affected, and there would be dismal jokes about “Eve and Adam.”
It’s a good name, though—a good, plain name. Of course it must
be a plain one. (A4 moment. Then, suddenly:) 1 know!
“Christian!” He shall be Christian Redman!

EvE—“Christian Redman.”

Hav—And no one must call him “Chris”—or “Christy.” You
must insist on that. (Ske does not answer. Her head is bowed
upon her breast. A moment, then he goes to her and gently turns
her about, facing him. Her eyes are filled with tears.) Tell me—
what is it?

Eve—All that you’ve said—it would be very fine. Yes—now
you are the wise man I thought you. (Ske moves away from
kim and begins to range about the room again touching things
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here and there.) Did Gail show you this medal? It was pre-
sented to his grandfather by Lincoln and his Cabinet.

Hay—You must tell me, Eve—

Eve—Mrs. William A. Plant herself insists upon giving a
reception in your honor the night before you leave.

Hay (in appeal)—Eve—

Eve—I wonder what can be keeping Gail so long. He said he
wouldn’t be a moment.

Hav—Eve—my dear— (Ske turns and meets his eyes.)
Eve—You see—it seems I cannot have one. (A4 silence.
Then:)

Hav—Forgive me, please. I'm sorrier than I can possibly tell
you, to have spoken so.

Eve—It’s all right.

Hav—Will you let me ask you one thing?

Eve—Ask what you like—

Havy—Are you sure you’re not afraid to have one? (Ske
draws herself up.)

Eve—Afraid! —I—7?

Hay—1I don’t mean in that way. I mean for some reason that
even you yourself—

Eve—I am not afraid for any reason on this earth. (A4 mo-
ment. Then:)

Havy—Eve—

EvE—What is it?

Hav—Adopt one. (4 silence. Ske turns away.) I beg you
to do that. I know it’s right for you. You'd love it, as much,
I know. I believe you’d soon love anything you had to care for.

EvE—But Gail—things must be Gail’s own.

Hav—Ask him! Insist! You must have something—

Eve—Oh, I know, don’t I know!

Hav—Do as I tell you, Eve.

Gillespie has brought in the typewritten copy of Dr. Hay’s
notes for the doctor’s approval. A moment later Gail Redman
has come from the barn to report with great excitement his belief
that he can buy a hackney stallion for twelve hundred dollars that
he is convinced would produce a breed of animals on the Redman
place that would take prizes right away from Eastern stables.

“There are only three things in this world my husband really
loves,” explains Eve, affectionately; “horses, corn soup and me.”

“Reverse the order and you may be right,” laughs Gail.

The Redmans have gone to complete arrangements for the
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picnic. Dr. Hay is in his room in search of a coat. His voice
can be heard gayly raised in song. Gillespie listens, with some-
thing like mock anxiety.

“Shall I draw you a bath, sir?” he calls, smiling broadly,
as the curtain falls.

ACT I1

It is near midnight, ten days later. The Redman living room
is dimly lighted. A small table near its center is set for supper.
There are four places, wine glasses, a plate of sandwiches, a jar
of cheese, etc. Ella completes the arrangements by adding a
bottle of wine and a rack of toast to the supplies.

It is the last night of Dr. Hay’s stay. His arrangements for
leaving on the 8:45 train next morning have been made, and
are again warningly confirmed by the anxious Gillespie.

The supper has been arranged by Dr. Hay for Mr. and Mrs.
Redman, Gillespie and himself. But now Eve reports that Gail
will not be able to make it, having been detained out of town on a
business errand, and Gillespie, still full of Mrs. William A. Plant’s
excellent chicken salad and cocoa, begs to be excused.

Dr. Hay and Eve sit down alone . . . Now they have drunk
their formal toasts—he “To my host—and to my hostess, who
has cared for me with all this care”; she “To our most welcome
guest.”

There are subjects which Eve would avoid in the conversation,
but for which Dr. Hay demands answers. Why, for one thing,
did she deliberately run away the last three days of his stay?

Because, insists Eve, a little unconvincingly, because Gail was
to be away; because she had not seen her aunt in a long, long
time, and this seemed as good a time as any—

But she is not speaking the truth, Dr. Hay insists. Was it not
because she had to run again from what was real? Isn’t the
laurel in bloom again?

This is not questioning that Eve enjoys. Her protest is firm.
Yet, when Dr. Hay would ask her pardon and moves away from
the table she is quick to call him back.

“Nicholas—please— Please come back, Nicholas. This is your
last night with us. Please let me remember it as I would. I
have been at such pains with this little supper—”

“That there should be just enough of everything?”

“That there should be just enough.”

Gillespie has finished putting the last things in their bags in
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Dr. Hay’s room. He comes now to say his good nights and leave
them.

Again an embarrassing silence.

““You’'ll be sorry to hear it’s as I thought,” reports Eve; “Gail
doesn’t want to adopt a child.”

“You must persuade him.”

“T shall keep trying,” Eve says, as her head sinks for a moment.
“How I shall try.”

Dr. Hay has moved away from the table again. The very
bright moonlight is too strong for his eyes. As he returns he
stops beside Eve’s chair, the spell too strong for him. His hand
falls upon her shoulder. ‘Her whole frame stiffens as from a
shock, then she relaxes and for a moment rests her cheek upon his
hand.”

“I want to tell you something— Look at me,” he says.

“I can hear you as I am,” Eve answers, in a small voice.

“I try to be an honorable man, Eve.”

“I think you are a great and honorable man,” she answers.

“And such a wise one!” There is bitterness in his voice, now.
“Didn’t I tell three hundred people only Wednesday precisely
what love is made of?” He is laughing. “Oh, God; oh, God!”

“Don’t, Nicholas. . . .”

She has held out her hand to him, palm upward, across the
table.

“Take my hand in yours—"’ she commands.

“It’s so small—”

“It holds my heart’s thanks.”

“For what?” he cries in pain. “What for?”

Eve—For giving me, for a little while, the illusion of being
alive, (Hav’s bitterness returns.)

Hay—Illusion—you’re right there! That’s all you’ve had.
That’s all you're ever likely to.

EveE—It may be that I ask less than other people. (Ske rises,
he with her, her hand still in his.) Good night, Nicholas. (He
draws her to him, takes her shoulders in his hands and stands
gazing into her eyes. Finally she smiles and speaks:) Yes, yes.
Of course. With my whole heart. You must know that.

Hay—But what are we to do?

Eve-—What is there to do, but to remember—

Hav—We need more.

Eve—No. We have it truly now, forever as it is.

Hav—You think that it might change—
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EveE—Things change.

Hav—Come with me, Eve—

EvE—No, that I can’t.

Hav—1I want you. You want me.

Eve—Still, T cannot.

Hav—You love him, too.

EvE—VYes, I love Gail.

Hav—But this has nothing to do with him.

EvE—My love for you has not. My going with you would.
(A moment.)

Hay—It’s hail and farewell for us, then, is it— (Her kead
lowers. He waits a moment. Then:) If you ever send for me
—whenever—whatever your reason, I shall come. Remember
that.

EveE—TI shall remember.

Havy—But when you do, you’ll be ready to go with me. Re-
member that, as well.

EvVE (in a lower voice)—I shall remember.

Hay—Oh, Eve—this is cowardly. We want each other. We
must have each other. (SkZe turns away.)

EvE—No, no—

Hay—But we must! It’s the only real thing in this world, Eve!
(She shakes her head.)

EvE—Not for me. So fare you well, Nicholas. Till the
morning my dear one, when I shall tell you fare-you-well all over,
with perhaps a brighter face.

Hay (not knowing what)—Oh, something to take with me!
Something real— (Shke looks at him for a moment, then moves to
kis arms and lifts her face to his. They kiss. She strains against
him, then buries her face in her hands, upon his breast.)

Eve—It’s true. It’s the same sense that the laurel gave me.
(Ske leaves his arms.) 1 can’t stand it. Be sad for me.

Hay (wiser—aware that it is too late for them now)—For us
both, now. Now I am in your heart. I shall remain there.
You will have no peace—nor I.

EveE—I have no peace, anyway. (Ske turns and moves towards
the doorway.)

Hav (deferring to her)—Look then— (Ske stops and turns.
He takes up one of the candle-lamps.) You—and me— (Reluc-
tantly, he raises it to extinguish it, but she cries:)

Eve—No! (Comes to him swiftly, takes it from him and re-
places it on the table.) Oh—how could you!
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Hav—Eve—my darling— (A brief silence. Then she looks
up at him and murmurs:)

EvE—Yes. (Ske moves to the French windows and opens them
to the moonlight. Then she turns and holds out her hand to
him.) Come—I should like you to see the laurel. I think there
is nothing will ever change it. (He goes to ker and takes the hand
outstretched to him. She leads him through the windows, across
the porch. The stage is darkened, except for the two candles,
whick still burn.)

It is 8:30 the following morning. The maids are clearing the
supper table, on which the candle-lamps are still burning lowly.
In the dining room Gail Redman is finishing his breakfast. Mrs.
Redman has not come down yet, Ella reports. Dr. Hay had a
cup of coffee in his bedroom at 7 and has gone for a little walk.

Time grows short. Gillespie has the bags down. The clock
has struck the half hour when Dr. Hay comes from the garden.
He is followed by Jane, her arms full of laurel.

Still Eve does not appear.

The taxi is at the door. Gillespie and the bags are in. Gail
has said his formal farewells. Suddenly he remembers that Eve
had told him to tell Dr. Hay that she had made her farewells
the night before and knew he would not mind her not coming
down.

“You have been so kind to me here. I can’t even attempt to
thank you,” Dr. Hay assures Gail.

“Not me—"" protests Gail. “I’ve done nothing. It’s all been
Eve.”

“She is a great woman.”

“Eve? Oh, yes—you bet your life—a great girl, Eve.”

Gail is a little embarrassed. There is something he would
like to ask Dr. Hay before he goes, but the words are difficult.
Finally he manages it.

“Do you think Eve is happy?” he asks.

“T’'m not sure,” answers Hay. “But I believe she can be.”

“That’s fine,” hastily adds Gail, “because you see I'm fairly
dumb in a lot of ways, and inclined to take things for granted,
I'm afraid. But Eve’s everythincr to me, and I've sort of bothered
lately about—"

“If T were you I should do anything and whatever she asks you
out of her real feelings . . . Mistrust her reason if you like,
but trust her emotions always, and in everything.”
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Jane has put the laurel blossoms on the table. Hay pauses
to call attention to them.

“I came on this out walking just now,” he explains to Gail.
“T thought that she would like it. Will you say that I gathered it
for her?”

“Why, yes—of course. That’s awfully nice. She’ll be so
pleased.”

“I wish I might lay it at her feet.”

“T’ll tell her.”

The klaxon has sounded imperiously. Dr. Hay has gone. Gail
has followed him through the hall. Eve comes quietly down the
stairs. She is standing at the French windows as the taxi drives
away.

“Good-by! Good-by, Nicholas!” she calls softly. ‘“Good-by,
my love. Remember—”

There is the sound of the taxi’s wheels on the gravel roadway.
Eve is sitting in a chair staring straight before her when Gail
comes in. Too bad, he thinks, that Eve just missed Hay. But
he (Gail) had explained. He was a queer sort, wasn’t he?

“He’s a great man,” says Eve, quietly.

“It’s a mutual admiration society, all right,” laughs Gail.
“He thinks you’re a great woman.”

He tells her about the laurel, and what Hay had said about
wishing he might lay it at her feet. That was sweet of him,
agrees Eve.

There is still something Gail wants to say. It is about adopting
a child. She may be right about that. Anyway, he is prepared
to make certain preliminary investigations.

Eve is happy at the suggestion.

Now it is 8:45 and Gail must be getting along. He will
expect her to call for him at 5. Being hot, they might drive out
somewhere and cool off before dinner. The lights fade.

It is October. The days are noticeably shorter and there is
a chill in the air. Coming from the works Gail Redman has
started a fire in the library grate and told Ella a fire in the
living room would also be a help. Mrs. Redman will probably
want one when she comes in. He goes back to the library.

Eve has been home some time. She comes now from upstairs,
followed by Dr. Walter Burke, “a short, bald, round, genial”
person of fifty-five. Eve’s face looks a trifle white and drawn.

The doctor is not worried. He has left some rhubarb and
soda powders. They sometimes do some good. And they can’t
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do any harm in any event. Might as well be honest about it.
Why not?

~ “These little upsets are like the common cold,” says Dr. Burke.
“Once I asked Sturgis at P and S—‘Doctor,’ I said, ‘what is your
treatment for the common cold?’ ‘Doctor,” he said, ‘two dozen
soft linen handkerchiefs.” ”’

The doctor enjoys his own jokes as well as anyone. Eve, he
repeats, is all right. Nothing to worry about. But she might,
if she will, stop in at the office when she is in town. Why? Dr.
Burke chuckles, but refuses to satisfy her curiosity.

Eve is standing in front of the sofa, “her apprehension grow-
ing in her eyes,” when Ella finds her. She is so white that Ella
is worried. But Eve is sure there is nothing the matter with her.
Where is Mr. Redman?

Ella opens the library door and the click of a typewriter is heard.
Gail is rapping out a few letters. One is to the Indianapolis
Infants’” Home:

“They asked more fool questions,” he calls through the door.
“You’d think we’d picked one out already. They practically
wanted to know if my aunt’s stepmother ever had prickly-heat,
and was she kind to animals—"

Eve has made her way around the sofa and stands, swaying
slightly.

“Here is what I wrote—" calls Gail—

“My wife and I, having no children of our own, wish to
legally adopt an infant from three to six months of age, provided
we can obtain a suitable infant, of unquestionably good parent-
age.”—That’s only fair. (EvE begins to hum “Frére Jacques”
lowly, and with difficulty makes her way to the hall doorway.)
Then I go on to say that either party, they or us, are at liberty
to reconsider the adoption within a six months’ period, and give a
list of names for reference: the Adees, the Proctors— (EVE’Ss hum-
ming becomes louder. She grasps at the heavy curtains to steady
herself.) Say! Are you listening?—Dr. Burke, Mrs, William A.
Plant, the James Russells in Indianapolis, and so on. (Evg’s
grasp upon the curtain has given way and she has slumped
silently to the floor.) Do you think that’s all right, dear? (T/kere
is no answer. A moment.) All right with you, Eve? (Again
no answer. He calls:) Oh, Eve! (Silence. He waits a moment,
then goes on typing. ELLA comes down the hall with a glass of
sherry and a few crackers upon a tray. She does not see EvE
until she is nearly wpon her. She screams involuntarily and
puts down the tray. The typing abruptly stops.) What'’s that?
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E1pa—Oh, Mr. Redman! Quick! (Ske bends over EvE. GaIL
hurries in from the library, in boots and riding breeches and goes
to EVE.)

GaiL—Bring the whiskey— (E1rA goes to the library and re-
turns with a small glass of whiskey which ske gives kim.) Go
turn her bed down and call Burke. (ErLa kurries out. GaiL rubs
EvE’s wrists, murmuring gently:) Eve—Eve dear—it’s Gail,
darling. It’s all right, dear. Poor lamb—come on, Sweet—it’s all
right. Eve—Eve— (A4 moment, then she lifts her hand to her
head and tries to sit up.)

Eve—I—I—

GarL—Take it easy, darling. It’s all right. Here—drink
this— (He holds the whiskey to her lips.)

EvE—I can’t—

GarL—Try—just a swallow— (Ske takes a swallow.) One
more— (Skhe takes another, then pushes it away.) That'll fix
you. That’ll do the trick.

Eve—How foolish. I—I must have—

GarL—Lord, Angel, behave, will you?

EvE—DI’m so sorry.

GarL (agonized)—Shut up, will you? Do you want to break
my heart?

Eve—Poor Gail—

GariL—Poor Gail, my eye. Poor you. Do you think you can
make the stairs now?

EvE—Of course.

GarL—Take it easy. (He helps her to her feet.) Doctor
Burke’s coming. You’ve simply got to see him, dear.

EvE—TI’ve seen him.

GarL—You’'ve—what did he say?

Eve—He just said— (Ske stops, then turns to him.) Gail—

GarL—What, Sweet?

Eve—The letter about the baby—don’t send it.

GarL—There now—don’t you worry about letters— (T/en,
suddenly:) Eve! Why not? What is this?

Eve—TI’ve got one of my own, Gail.

GarL (increduously)—You've—? (Then, with enormous joy:)
Oh, Eve! Darling!

(Exultantly, he draws her into his embrace. Her eyes close.
She stands rigid in his arms. The curtain falls.)
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ACT III1

- It is December of the current year. There have been changes
in the Redman living room. It is fresher and brighter. Most
of the old furniture has been replaced and the decorations
changed. A handsome but plain radio is one of the new pieces.

Gail and Eve Redman are in the dining room. Their voices can
be heard as Gail relates an adventure of the day. Their conver-
sation has died away to a murmur when a boy of seven steals in
from the library. He is Christian Redman, “a pale, sweet-faced,
bright-looking child,” dressed in boots and riding breeches and
carrying his coat and riding crop. He is sitting on the sofa
binding the buckles of his boots when he overhears his father
say: “Just what I told my boy, Christian. I said: ‘You can lead a
horse to water but you can’t make him jump.””

Christian stiffens at this. His body is trembling as he gets
awkwardly into his coat.

“I'll show him—” he mutters. “I’ll show him—”

He tiptoes quietly out through the French windows, though he
hears his mother’s voice calling his name.

Gail and Eve come from the dining room. Gail has not
changed perceptibly. “One senses rather than sees the difference
in him.” Eve is older and more beautiful. “The look of anxiety
and defeat has departed from her face, leaving a fine serenity in
possession.”

They had left Christian sleeping. They believe he is still
sleeping. Eve goes to listen at his door and reports her son
as quiet as a mouse.

Gail has taken advantage of Eve’s absence to tune the radio
in on a certain station. There is something on at 2 o’clock, he
explains to Ella, that he does not want to miss.

The discussion with Eve turns on Christian and his recent
illness. There has not been any fever now for two days. Still
Eve is anxious. She does not think she will move Christian
back to his own room just yet, even though his father is eager
to have his son near him. They have a lot of fun in the morning
when Gail goes in to waken Christian and stirs him into veritable
paroxysms of laughter by pretending to be some kind of animal.
Eve appears a bit doubtful of this game, but lets it pass.

“Dr. Burke says the bandages can come off tomorrow,” she
reports.

“It’s about time.”
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EvE—I went over the photographs again with him. There’s
not a sign of a fracture.

GaiL—I never thought there would be. Wasn’t I right behind
him the whole time? He just got timid at the water-jump and
pulled up. You know it takes three good falls to make a horse-
man. Let him have them young, and get them over with. I had
mine by the time I was six. He’s slow.

Eve—I didn’t tell you: Burke finally admitted that if the
fever had gone on another day, we— (Ske stops.)

GarL—We what?

EvE—We might not have him now.

Garr—He doesn’t know what he’s talking about.

Eve—He seems to, usually. This time I wasn’t sure. I hope I
was right to let the nurse go.

GaiL—Now listen, dear—

EvE—Anyhow, I'm going to keep him absolutely quiet for
a while. He’ll have to have Christmas in bed, poor lamb.

GaiL—But he’s all right again now—he’s all 7ight, Eve!
Haven’t you just said—?

EvE—I'm not going to risk that fever again.

GarL—Darling, you certainly take motherhood hard. You
came within an ace of dying when you had him, and now, every
time he has the slightest upset, you think %e’s going to die.

EveE—It was more than a slight upset.

GarL—It’s just as I’ve always said: you’re with him too much.
Nurse, governess, mother, sister—

Eve—I love him. I love to be with him. (Ske seats herself
beside him.) Tell me, Gail—what’s the surprise you said you
had for me?

GarL—It isn’t 2 o’clock yet.

Eve—But why just two?

GaiL—You'll see!

EveE—I shall wait patiently.

With elaborate casualness Gail brings the name of Dr. Nicholas
Hay into the conversation. He wonders what has become of their
erstwhile guest.

Eve doesn’t know. Evidently Hay has become quite a cele-
brated person, Gail agrees. There are articles in the newspapers
and magazines both by him and about him. Yes, Eve recalls,
Dr. Hay did write a few times, just after he left them. He wrote
as long as she did. Then she stopped writing. She did not want
him to feel that he was obligated.
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“I don’t suppose he even knows that we’ve got Christian,”
Gail ventures.
~ “No. I don’t see how he would,” Eve answers. “I’d stopped
writing him by then—”

“It’d be funny if the door should open and he should walk in
right this minute,” suggests Gail.

The idea is startling to Eve. She can’t understand whatever
put it in Gail’s head. Nor does Gail undertake to explain, save
to say that anything can happen in an Age of Wonders.

Again the question of Christian’s recovery and immediate
activities interests them. It is Gail’s idea that the first day the
boy is able he should climb right back on a horse again. He does
not want his son to lose his confidence.

But Eve is quickly and sharply opposed to any such experi-
ment. She does not believe, as Gail does, that the first thing to
do after a fall is to get up and ride. Neither does she believe
that Christian loves horses as Gail does. She fears that her
son is as she was for so many years—painfully, agonizingly anx-
ious to be what people wanted her to be. She wants Christian to
be himseli—“to the furthest reaches of himself—but himself first,
last and always. That isn’t easy for a son of mine to learn.”

“Maybe not,” Gail counters. ‘“‘But it is easy for a son of mine
to take to horses.”

“I’'m sorry to tell you, but I think he has a deathly fear of
them,” she says.

The idea, to Gail, is the bunk. Furthermore, he would like to
say, and does say, that he has felt for a long time that Eve is off
on the wrong foot with Christian and always has been. In the
first place, the boy should be in school, however much his mother
believes she can teach him by keeping him at home.

Eve—Don’t you think I know as much as the teachers there?
I worked awfully hard for my degree at Redman. (EvE smiles.)

GAIL—I’'m not thinking only of him. I’'m thinking of you,
too. You never see your old friends any more—

Eve—I have a more attractive young friend, now.

Gar.—But hang it, Eve—he can’t even read or write yet!

Eve—It does seem late, I’ll admit. But they’ll come so easily,
when they come. So far, he’s been so occupied with real things.

GarL—Oh? What for instance? Tell me three things he
knows— (EVE looks away.)

Eve—Well, he knows how he came about. He knows anatomy.

Ga1iL (éronically)—Fine. What else?
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Eve—He has a sense of the strangeness of the world, of himself
in it.

Garn—I’'m talking about practical things.

EvE (finding them)—Well, he knows where the trout lie—how
to make a telephone—what to do for a mother-sheep at lambing-
time, Every stick of furniture in his room he made himself. He
can grow things out of the rocks, it seems to me. T’ve seen him
let a swarm of bees settle on his bare arm, and bring them to a
new hive.

GariL—Very valuable in after life.

Eve—He knows that Jesus lived, and was a hero. He can lead
you to a spring in any patch of the woods you take him to—he
can smell water. (Then, in a rush:) He knows how to—the
difference between—he can tell you why—oh, what a lot he
knows! And all of it his—his own—a part of him!

GarL—Hang it, you don’t want to see what I mean!

Eve—VYes, I do. Tell me, Gail. (He turns away.)

GarL—What’s the good?

Eve—Darling, let’s not be ridiculous. Christian is our one and
only. But all the same, children are my specialty. I'm wiser
about them than you’d believe. I've made myself wise. I don’t
spoil him, truly. I’'m harder with him than you could ever be,
but in another way. I don’t try to tell you how to school horses.
Please trust in my way with Christian.

GariL—Now you’re making me self-conscious about him.

EvE—No, no! I don’t want to do that!

GarL—Well, I've always done as you said about him so far,
haven’t I? But when I see a boy turn yellow as he did— (Eve
turns upon him.)

Eve—Yellow! What are you talking about?

Garn.—He was yellow at that jump, Eve, and that’s all there
is to it. There, now you’ve got it. (A moment, then:)

Eve—Yes.

GarL—And don’t think I like to say a thing like that about
my own kid, either. But when—

Eve—TI’ve got it, Gail.

Eve moves toward the hall as though she would leave the room,
but changes her mind and comes back to the radio. Perhaps if
she were to get a little music—she turns the radio on. A low, clear
voice is heard—-

“But the fact is,” the voice is saying, “the human race was
born with its emotions. Reason it acquired later, slowly, pain-
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fully. Possibly that is why it puts so high a premium upon it.”

The voice is that of Dr. Hay. That was Gail’s surprise. He
had read in the radio news of the doctor’s scheduled broadcast
from Chicago.

Eve is sitting on the sofa staring straight ahead. Gail is near
the radio. Ella passes through the hall to the front door. Hay’s
voice continues—

“Emotion, whether of joy or fear, of love or hate, of hope or
of despair, is strengthened by indulgence, weakened by denial.
That is the part that reason plays in the scheme of life. That
is why the game is worth the candle, why the fight to be and
realize ourselves, is worth the effort.”

Ella has come from the door. She is plainly frightened. She
tries to attract Gail’s attention, to tell him that O’Brien is at the
door and wants to see him. Gail does not want to be disturbed.
But Ella is insistent, and Gail goes to the door.

Eve continues oblivious to what is happening. Again Nicholas
Hay’s voice can be heard—

“For me, I believe the highest point a human being can reach
is that at which he knows he has earned the right to depend upon
emotion to prompt action. It is a right hard to earn, almost
impossible to earn, but the true heroes of this world have earned
it. Who does not know the power of small things to recapture
lost emotions? The sight of a green lawn curving beneath
chestnut-trees—the rush of water running past—the smell of
certain flowers—"

“Nicholas, Nicholas—’’ mutters Eve.

“Lost, did I say?” continues the voice. ‘“But they are never
lost.”

Gail appears in the doorway. He is holding Christian, limp in
his arms. He calls Eve, but she does not hear—

“Emotion is the only real thing in our lives,” Hay’s voice drones
on; “it is the person, it is the soul.”

Now Eve hears Gail calling to her, and a moan from Christian
strikes sharply upon her ears. She has rushed to them. The
touch of her hand on the boy’s brow confirms her worst fear. The
fever has returned. ‘‘He’s burning up,” she murmurs.

“O’Brien said he never in his life saw him ride better,” Gail
reports, excitedly. “He made a perfect jump, O’Brien said—and
came back at a dead trot and—and then—just fell off in his arms.
He went out like a light—and oh, Eve—what are we going to do?”

Gail carries the boy into his room. Eve stops in the door.
Gail’s agonized query: “Eve, what are we going to do!” is still
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ringing in her ears. Dr. Hay’s voice is continuing on the radio—
“He’ll know!” Eve mutters. “He will know!”
She is at the telephone now, excitedly calling Long Distance.
“Emotion we were created with,” declares the doctor’s voice.
“Reason came after. Reason is our own invention.”

Eve—Long Distance? I want to talk with Chicago. Dr.
Nicholas Hay. N-i-c-h-o-l-a-s H-a-y— Just a moment, I'll find it.
No, I don’t know the number. Oh, please wait a moment! It’s
important! It’s—

Hay’s Voice—So if we earn the right, we may trust emotion
over it, confident that in it we have, somehow, the whole experi-
ence of the human race to draw upon. It has its physical instru-
ments surely—nerves, brain, the endocrines. But they are only
instruments. It is the difference between the voice and the
wires which carry it, the poem and the handful of pied type one
may compose to set it down. (4 silence.)

EvE—Oh—please wait! (Then once more in a controlled,
precise voice:) Main 856—Mrs. Gail Redman. Yes, I want to
speak to him himself—no—no—Haey—H-a-y— The address?
One moment, I’ll give it to you— (Ske listens intently to the an-
nouncer’s voice, whick has already begun:)

ANNOUNCER’s VorcE—You have been listening to Dr. Nicholas
Hay, the eminent educator and man of science, now lecturing at
the University of Chicago, in his first talk for this station on “The
Science of Emotions.” The second of Dr. Hay’s interesting talks
will be given at the same hour—2 o’clock p.m. Central Standard
Time, next Sunday, December the twenty-eighth. This is station
WMAQ, Chicago, Columbia Broadcasting Company, 410 North
Michigan Avenue, Chicago.

Eve—Columbia Broadcasting Company, 410 North Michigan
Avenue—Please hurry it. It’s most urgent! No—T’ll hold on—
(She turns toward the library and calls:) Gail!—Is he all right?

GarL—Not yet—

ANNOUNCER—ANd now we shall have the pleasure of hearing
Luke McAllister and his Lazy Blue Lads, in a few selections from
the current dance hits. Station WMAQ, Chicago, Earle Walker
announcing.

ANOTHER VoicE—Good afternoon, friends and playmates.
You look well—how do you feel? What would you like to hear?
Yes?—I guessed it! Leave it to Luke. (A popular dance tune
begins. EVE waits, The music continues. She makes a move-
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ment toward the radio, to stop it, but just then a voice is heard on
the telephone.)

Eve—Hello? Hello—yes, yes—that’s right— (A4 moment.)
Nicholas! This is Eve—Eve Redman. Oh. Who is it?—Oh—
This is Mrs. Redman, Gillespie. I must speak to Dr. Hay at once.
Quickly—quickly! (A4 pause. The music continues.) Nicholas?
—Yes—This is Eve. Yes—I know. Yes, yes! But, Nicholas,
you must come here at once. (His voice is heard, an indistinct
murmur, through the music. EVE speaks from a dry throat,
with a desperate control:) My child is ill—so desperately ill.
My child, Nicholas. We don’t know what it is, or what to do.
(Again his voice is heard in reply. She waits, agonized, her face
contorted with suffering. Then:) You see, about three weeks
ago—Thanksgiving Day it was—he was thrown from his horse.
(At last her control breaks.) And ever since, Nicholas—ever since
then, he’s— (Her voice, and the music, and the lights have faded
out, The stage is silent and dark.)

Three days later, early in the morning, while the lamps in the
living room are still burning, Dr. Burke and Samuel Gillespie are
finishing out a visit. The years have changed Gillespie but little.
Dr. Burke is a little balder and a little ruddier, but he still likes
his stories, and Gillespie is a fairly patient listener. As for
Christian’s condition, Dr. Burke is frankly puzzled. He has not
given up hope, but he is puzzled. Christian has lain in a com-
plete stupor for three days. Even Dr. Hay, as Gillespie admits,
has not been able to “get through to him.”

Dr. Hay is puzzled, too. He admits as much when he comes
from the library a moment later. The report of the nurse, and
a thermometer reading that puts the boy’s temperature at 94-
point-2 are further cause for anxiety.

“He won’t rouse,” Dr. Hay reports. ‘“He just stares at you.
His eyes are like blue glass. I thought I’d got his attention once
half an hour ago, but it was like trying to hold on to water.”

“What have you been using to get at him with?” inquires
Gillespie.

“Anything T could think of—old toys, reading baby stories—
nothing’s any use.”

“Maybe Mrs. Redman has ideas.”

“I’ve had so little chance to talk to her. I want to talk to
her now. She said she’d come in a moment. (A4 pause. He
thinks.) 1 wish I knew whether he’s their own child or whether
they adopted him.”
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Gillespie obviously seeks to conceal his surprise at the doctor’s
suggestion.

A moment later Gail Redman has come into the room. His
anxiety has told on him. His nerves are none too sure and he is
inclined to resent Dr. Hay’s request that he should keep out of
Christian’s room as much as possible. Gail should try to get
some sleep insists Hay.

There is no sleep for Gail. And, as Christian’s father, he feels
that he should know exactly how matters stand with his son.
Isn’t there someone they should call?

Dr. Hay has already talked with Sprague in Chicago and
Macomber in New York.

“There aren’t two better men anywhere,” he reports. “Both
of them agree with Burke: that it’s probably some sort of infection
that existed before the fall that the fall was a mere coincidence.”

Dr. Hay, it happens, does not agree with this diagnosis. “I
don’t believe the condition has any physical basis,” he tells Gail.
“I believe it’s all in his mind—or heart—"

Gail doesn’t understand that. And he is sure Christian has not
been under any unusual strain. He is a terribly happy kid and
always has been.

Hay—If I can get his attention I think he’ll tell me what’s
troubling him. I’ve worked with children for a long time, now.
I'm supposed to be able to win their confidence and to think
with them in their own terms. I’ve no doubt we’ll find the trouble
so simple it will break your heart. Then it will be up to his
mother and you to straighten it out for him. My part will be to
try to tell you how to go about it. It may take a little time, but
don’t think there’s any mystery to it—there isn’t—there’s none
whatever.

Gar—But if he can’t even— Doctor, what is it? What’s
doing it?

Havy (after a moment’s consideration)—I believe it's a wall
of childish reasoning he has built between you and his emotions.
The real problem is to find a way to him through it, before he
starves behind it. I hope we’ll be successful. I think we will.—
Go on now, will you?—Put on your coat and get some air.

GarL—Oh, Christ, Doctor—you don’t know what it’s like.
You wait for years for a kid, and then you get one, and then all
of a sudden—

Havy—Stop it!

GarL—But I've got the—(kis voice sinks)—the most terrible
feeling that he’s—
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Hav—Then get rid of it! (He gestures toward the kall.) Go
on, please—do as I say. (GaIL goes to the hall and out. It is
now light outside. HAayY sighs and covers his eyes with his hand.)
Put out those damn lamps, will you? They’re like ghosts. (Grr-
LESPIE extinguishes the lamps.) And kick up the fire. God, it’s a
tomb. (A moment.) Well, we've got him out of that room.
Now the point is to keep him out. I don’t like the way the boy
keeps looking at him. /

GILLESPIE (at the fireplace)—‘And then you get one,” he said.

Hay—TI heard him.

GrrrespiE—That probably means he’s their own.

Hav—Probably. I’'m still not sure.

GirLEsPIE—Why didn’t you ask him point-blank?

Hay—Somehow I couldn’t. (He rises, and turns to put out his
cigarette.) Make out an adrenalin prescription, will you? And
go for it yourself. Three or four ampules. We’ll give him five
minims at a time.

GirLLEsPIE—Right.

Dr. Hay is alone when Eve comes from the sick room. She
moves quite naturally into his arms and rests her head upon his
breast. She, too, has come to him for the truth. Will Christian
get well?

There is a brief pause before Dr. Hay answers, and then his
answer is a firm “Yes.” He knows, though he cannot tell her
how he knows. His confidence brightens Eve a little. She remem-
bers that it was in that very room that she and Nicholas first
talked of Christian. It was there that he had named him “Chris-
tian.” And told her what to sing to him.

Hav—He’s such a dear child—

EvE—Why not? Why shouldn’t he be? Oh, why not, why—
(Her voice breaks. She buries her face in her hands.)—It was
you who gave him to me—give him back! (He looks at her un-
certainly, not comprehending.)

Hav—Hush, dear—he’ll be all right, I promise you. (Ske
looks up at him.)

Eve—Do you, Nicholas?

Hav—I promise.

EveE-—DBut he doesn’t even listen. He doesn’t even hear us.

Hav (still gazing, puzzled)—He will.

Eve—He just looks at Gail.

Hayv—It’s Gail that he’s really afraid of, isn’t it?

Eve—VYes. 1 think so. Does that make a difference?
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Havy—A very great one. (A moment. Then:) Eve—did you
adopt him, darling? (In a swift gesture she covers his hand with
hers, then shakes her head slowly, silently, unable to speak.)
He’s all your own, then. (Her kand closes more tightly over his.)

EveE—Nicholas—

Havy—Yes, dear—

EvE— —And yours.

Hav—And—>? (Ske nods dumbly. He bends and kisses her
kand.) Oh, my dear—my dear one.

EvE—I couldn’t tell you. You had so much to do. I was
afraid it would interfere. Forgive me—

Havy—My love, I love you.

EvE—And Gail—it meant so much to Gail to have him—

Hav—Of course, of course.

EveE—Just now—in there—the most horrible thing came over
me: It’s I who’ve done it—no one else—

Hay—Done what?

EvE—Knowing he was yours—not his—always I have been
trying to keep him from him, keep him yours. He’s been pulled
this way, that way—never knowing why, by what—every which
way, until at last he—oh, poor child, poor child—

Havy—Eve, listen—

EvE—No, it’s true. It could be that—couldn’t it. (He does
not answer.) Tell me! (Again no answer.) Yes. (She averts
her head.) So go to him. Do what you can. Give him to Gail,
or take him for yourself. Only don’t—unless you must—don’t
let him know what I did to him. (Hay rises.)

Hay—I must tell you one thing: I knew with the first word
you spoke the other night that it had not changed for us—that it
was only the time between that made it seem so distant. So
when he’s well again, you both come with me. That’s all, Eve.

Eve—I—if— (Tke front door is heard to open. She glances
toward it and starts to rise.)

Hav—No, you stay here. (GaIL comes in, his collar turned up,
kis hair blown, staring vacantly.) Think of some way through to
him. Only you can find it. You must find it. Think—ztkink—

Dr. Hay has gone back to Christian. Gail finds Eve on the
sofa and tries to comfort her. They are doing everything that can
be done for Christian; he is a strong, normal boy; only the fever
has weakened him, and he will conquer that—she’ll see—

But soon the strain has proven too much for Gail. He is
sobbing now and clinging to Eve, demanding brokenly that she
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will tell him Christian will live, yet fearing the truth if she should
speak it.

“You love him so much, don’t you?” Eve’s voice is uncertain.
"~ “Love him?” Gail answers, hysterically. “Love Christian?
Oh, Eve!—God, he’s my—oh, love him! Do I love him! Love
Christian, that sweet kid—why, if I'd ever thought I'd ever
love a—

Eve—Hush, dear. He will get well.

GaiL—He must. He simply must. Or I'll— (EvE rises
abruptly.)

Eve—Wait! (Ske lstens. From the bedroom beyond the
library, CHRISTIAN is keard calling in a small young voice:)

CurisTIAN—Mummy! (EvVE stands rigid. Again ke calls:)
Mummy—! (Gair grasps EVE’s arm fearfully.)

GarL—Oh, Eve—his voice—it’s like it was when he was two.
He’s slipping back—he’s slipping over—

EveE (fo herself)—When he was two. When he was—
(Swiftly, she goes out into the library. GILLESPIE comes in, in
hat and overcoat, a small paper package in his hand. GAIL is
following EVE into the library.)

GiirEsPiE—Redman! (GarL furns. GILLESPIE murmurs.)
Don'’t go in there. (They listen intently as EVE is heard singing
softly:)

Eve—“Frér-e Jacq-ues, Frér-e Jacq-ues, dormez-vous, dormez-
vous. Sonn-ez les matin-es, sonn-ez les matin-es—" (/¢ is CHRIs-
TIAN’S voice whick concludes:)

CurisTiaAN—“Ding, dang, dong—" (Then stronger, more
clearly.) “Ding, dang, dong!” '

EvE (joyfully)—Christian.

(GaIL looks wonderingly to GILLESPIE, who glances down at the
bottle in his hand, smiles confidently and tosses it away upon the
sofa. The stage is darkened.)

A week later Ella and a second maid, are denuding the Red-
man living room of its Christmas greens and wreaths. There is
quite a basket of them when the girls have finished. The tree, by
Mrs. Redman’s orders, is to be left standing in the library because
Christian will want to have one more look at it lighted.

Eve, coming in from the hall, does not at first see Dr. Hay.
He has been standing at the French windows looking into the
yard. He turns as he hears Eve’s voice and now, for a long mo-
ment, they stand looking at each other.
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For hours Eve has been walking the grounds and searching for
the momentous decision. She is convinced now that she cannot
make it alone. Nicholas will have to help her.

Hay—What have you been telling yourself?

Eve—First—and always—that I love you as no one ever
was loved before— (He smiles and covers her hand with his.)

Havy—It sounds final. What else?

EvE—That in some way I have learned to get on without you.
(A sudden cry:) Oh, Nicholas—help me! Te/l me what to do!
(He shakes his head.) But when I know that whatever you de-
cide for us must be right— (Again he shakes his head.)

Hay—What else have you told yourself? (A moment. Then:)

Eve—That Christian and I are really yours—

Hav—VYes.

Eve—And if we are to go with you it must be truly with you—
now—this afternoon.

Hay—Ten minutes.

EvE (distraught)—Short—so terribly short, for a lifetime.
(Again she begins to range about the room.) If I go, it will
break Gail’s heart. And if I take Christian—it will be the end
of him. It’s one thing, believing that love overtook us suddenly,
in a day or two, just now. It’s another to know that day after
day for years, one has been— Oh, but I never felt the deception
—1I promise you I didn’t! It hasn’t been at all what you'd call
“living a lie.” If you knew how happy and proud he’s been—
how satisfied with life, how—to think he had a son of his own!—
It gave him such a feeling of—

Hav—I know that feeling, Eve. (Ske looks at him.)

EvE—But now to as much as say to him: “Look, you, you've
got no child—you never had. This is another man’s. And the
wife you thought was yours—she’s his, too.” It would destroy
him. (Again she looks at him, reads his question.) No. Heav-
en’s own judgment could not destroy you, Nicholas.

Havy—Well, Eve?

EvE—You are the wise one! You say!

Havy (at last)—The truth is the truth. For years we have loved
each other, and Christian is our child. That is the truth.

EvE—No—those are the facts. It may be that the truth is
simply that I’m Gail’s wife, and my place is here, because he needs
me.

Hav—Do you need no one? (Ske is silent. Involuntarily,
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she seems to gain stature.) No—not any more, do you? You
have yourself now.

Eve—That, too, you've given me. (Then her head lowers
“again. She murmurs:) Should I ever again be able to hold my
head up?

Hav—There is a finer pride than you have now, Eve. (Ske
looks at him and looks away.)

Eve—Oh, but I love you, my sweet, my great—I love you,
love you—

Hay—Then— (Ske goes to him.)

EvE—Say that you love me, too—

Havy—T1 love you, too, my sweet, my great—

Eve—It—somehow, just as it is, it’s so complete. Still—then
I look at you—and think of you not here like this— (Blindly her
hand travels up to his arm, across his face, over his head.) And
I don’t know. (A4 moment.) Leave me alone a moment. Let
me try once again, without you. (He picks up her hand, kisses
it. She holds his for a moment against her cheek, then drops it.
The library door opens and BURKE comes in.)

Dr. Burke is happy to report that Christian’s as fine as silk,
and Eve is as happy to receive the news. Dr. Burke is also pre-
pared to say his formal good-bys to Dr. Hay. Quite a bright
fellow, Hay, Burke agrees, though, of course, Christian would
have got well, anyway. Hay had also better take care of him-
self, Burke suggests; he has been going too hard; he needs rest,
and perhaps a little iodine.

The doctors have both left Eve when Gail comes. His old
buoyancy has returned. He has brought Christian an iceboat
model and is happy about that. So happy, in fact, that he finds
it difficult to take Eve seriously when she wants to talk with him
about what he would do if anything were ever to happen to her.

Gail cannot conceive of a life without Eve. He would, he
guesses, just curl up and die. Still, as Eve reminds him, there
would still be Christian. But Gail would not even know what
to do with Christian without Eve. He is, if she insists upon it,
willing to promise, solemnly, that he will let the boy’s education
be finished in Eve’s way, by one she shall appoint. And then,
grateful for the interruption of Gillespie, Gail is off to make
Christian’s eyes dance with the iceboat.

Eve has taken up her hat and coat and started for the hall
when Christian’s shout of joy over the boat, and Gail’s answer-
ing ejaculations of satisfaction come to her from the library. Her
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coat drops in her hands. She turns to Gillespie. He shakes his
head and murmurs, significantly:

“Not possible!”

Lifelessly, Eve has thrown her hat and coat on the sofa when
Dr. Hay comes from the hall. Her decision has been made.

Nicholas must promise, she says, that he will take care of him-
self; let him heed Burke’s warning; let him give up everything
that is not important; let him—

“You're talking about me without you, Eve,” he says.

“Yes.” She nods her head slowly.

“You've decided?”

({Yes.”

“You were never not decided.”

“I think that’s true,” Eve admits. “I want to think so. Be-
cause now I see that even if there weren’t Christian— Oh, if I
didn’t love us—you and me—! (Ske concludes, simply:) And
I couldn’t, then—I simply couldn’t. (HAY takes ker in his arms,
kisses her tenderly.)

“Eve!”

“Oh, my Nicholas—thanks—thanks!” There is a note of tri-
umph in Eve’s voice as they draw reluctantly apart.

Now they are talking of irrelevant things; of Nicholas’ watch
and the excellent time it has kept through many, too many,
years; of how Nicholas lives when he is traveling; of the sea-
sons of the year and their preferences—

Eve (quickly)—Which do you like best? Spring, summer,
autumn, winter?

Hav—Winter.

EveE—It’s not true!

Hav—It’s gospel.

EveE—Of course, we’re fools to, you know that.

Hav—All right.

Eve—All right. (Hay looks at his watch again, then at her,
then turns reluctantly toward the library. She takes a quick
step after him, speaking hurriedly.) Do you get up early
mornings?

Havy—Yes, like an idiot.

Eve—Then what do you do?

Hav—Eat breakfast.

EvE—Then what?

Hay—Mail,

Eve—Then what?
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Hav—Work.

EvE—T/en what?
Hay—Work. ;
Eve—TFinally what?
Hay—Sleep.

Eve—Do you sleep well?
Hay—No.

Eve—Sleep well, darling.

Hay—Thank you, darling.

Eve—Pleasant dreams, darling.

Hav—And to you, my dear. (4 long silence. Then again he
taps the watch and replaces it in his pocket.) T’ say good-by
to Christian. (He goes to the library door and out. GILLESPIE
comes in from the hall wearing his overcoat and carrying his
hat.)

GrrresPIE (20 EVE)—The car’s here.

Eve—Good.

GILLESPIE—Are you coming to see us off?

EveE—No.

GiLLesPIE—Good-by, Mrs. Redman. (Ske turns to him.)

EvE—Good-by, Gillespie—look after him.

Girrespie—I will.

EvE—Now and then—write me about him.

GILLESPIE—Yes.

Eve—Be my friend, Gillespie.

GiLLESPIE—God—Mrs. Redman—you two are all I love. (S#e
kolds out her hand to him. He takes it.)

Eve—That’s good to know. Thanks. (Erra passes through
the hall with Hav’s small bag. Hay follows her. He pauses for
a moment in the first doorway. GILLESPIE sees him. EVE does
not. GILLESPIE goes into the hall and out. Hay gazes silently
at EVE for a moment. She turns. They look at each other for
a long moment, without a word. Then he passes from view.
Then for an instant he is seen through the other doorway, tak-
ing up his hat and coat, but EVE’s eyes remain where ke was.
He goes out down the hall. The front door closes after him. A
motor is heard starting. Then, at last, EVE turns, face bright,
no tears.)

EveE (to herself)—Not changed. Complete— (Then sud-
denly, swiftly, she goes to the French windows, opens them and
flings her arm up: hail and farewell. The motor is heard depart-
ing, more distant, still more distant—)

THE CURTAIN FALLS



ONCE IN A LIFETIME
A Comedy in Three Acts

By Moss HART AND GEORGE S. KAUFMAN

NOTHING was exactly normal around the Broadway district
at the opening of the 1930-31 theatre season. David Belasco
had started bravely with a comedy farce called “Dancing Part-
ner” in early August, and had been credited with a hit of sorts.
The Shuberts had scored another promising success with a Green-
wich Village study in gin and the newer domesticity entitled “Up
Pops the Devil.” And Frank Craven had registered a definite
Craven success with “That’s Gratitude.”

But it was not until the Moss Hart-George Kaufman satirical
comedy, “Once in a Lifetime,” came in on September 24 that
the first “smash” hit of the season was achieved. This one was
received with cheering and there was great rejoicing. George
Kaufman, the collaborating author, played the réle of Lawrence
Vail, playwright, and made a curtain speech in which he insisted
that Mr. Hart was responsible for at least two-thirds of the play.
With little, if any, cessation in interest “Once in a Lifetime” ran
the season through.

As the play begins the small-time vaudeville trio of Hyland,
Daniels and Lewis is at liberty in New York. At the moment
of the curtain’s rise one of its male members, George Lewis, is
resting in a furnished room in the West Forties, “a replica of the
countless other furnished rooms in the neighborhood—cheerless
and utterly uninviting.”

“George is about twenty-eight, a clean-cut, nice-looking young
fellow with the most disarmingly naive countenance it is possible
to imagine.” He is also “the sort of person insurance men and
book agents instinctively head for and, in the case of George, it
might be noted, usually succeed in selling.”

George is contentedly munching Indian nuts and reading Va-
riety. Nor is he more than momentarily disturbed when May
Daniels, the lady member of the sketch, enters from her room
across the hall. Miss Daniels is a good deal of a person. A tall,
good-looking, well-poised blonde. “There is a sharp, biting in-
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cisiveness about everything she says and does—a quick mind and
a hearty, earthy sense of humor.”

May is troubled. May has been troubled for the last four
weeks. Jerry, who manages the act, has been trying between
first-nights to get bookings and with no success. The bank roll
at the moment has dwindled to $128, and three people cannot
hope to live long on that, particularly if one of them continues
to haunt the theatre as a diversion and another spends most of
his allowance for Indian nuts and ball games. Something will
have to be done and done quick. May is thoroughly fed up
with living at the Automat. “We do everything but sleep there,”
she declares, “and we’d be doing that if they could get beds into
them slots.”

George sees nothing much to worry about. After all, $128 is
$128 and something always turns up. At least something always
has turned up. George is not what might be termed an ambitious
type.

But now the picture changes. Jerry Hyland barges suddenly
and a little explosively into the room, ‘looking like one of those
slick men’s clothing advertisements in Vawnity Fair.”” Dynamic
and likable, “Jerry is in his early thirties, and the major part of
his late twenties has been spent in concocting one scheme or
another to get them out of vaudeville and into the Big Money.”

Jerry is excited. He has just seen history made. He has heard
the Vitaphone’s first talking picture, with sound, and is com-
pletely sold on the idea that the new invention will revolution-
ize amusement business within six months. And they’re leaving
for Los Angeles in the morning! That’s the big news!

“Are you out of your mind?” demands May, not at all con-
vinced that this new excitement of Jerry’s is anything but one
more wild dream. But Jerry refuses to be depressed.

“Don’t you understand, May?” he counters. “For the next
six months they won’t know which way to turn! All the old
standbys are going to find themselves out in the cold, and some-
body with brains and sense enough to use them is going to get
into the big dough! The movies are back where they were when
the De Milles and the Laskys first saw what they were going to
amount to. Can’t you see what it would mean to get in now?”

May—What do you mean get in, Jerry? What would we do
there—act, or what?

JeErrY—No, no! Acting is small potatoes from now on! You
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can’t tell what we’ll do—direct, give orders, tell ’em how to do
things! There’s no limit to where we can go.

May (vaguely groping)—Yah, but what do we know about—

JErRRY—Good Lord, May! We’ve been doing nothing but
playing the act in all the small-time houses in the country. Sup-
pose we do cut loose and go out there? What have we got to
lose?

GeorRGE—A hundred and twenty-eight dollars.

May—Shut up, George! I don’t know, Jerry—

JErRrRy—We gotta get out there, May! Before this Broadway
bunch climbs on the bandwagon. There’s going to be a gold
rush, May. There’s going to be a trek out to Hollywood that’ll
make the ’49’ers look sick.

May—Y’ mean thar’s gold in them hills, Jerry?

JeErry—Gold and a black marble swimming pool, with the
Jap chauffeur waiting outside the iron-grilled gate—all that and
more, May, if we can work it right and get in now! They're
panic-stricken out there! They’ll fall on the neck of the first
guy that seems to know what it’s all about! And that’s why
we gotta get there quick!

Mav—VYah, but give me time to think, Jerry. (A4 kand to her
kead.) Suppose we don’t catch on right away—how are we
going to live? You heard what the boy wonder said—a hundred
and twenty-eight dollars.

JERRY (exploding the bombshell)—I’ve got five hundred more!

Mav—What?

JErRry—TI’ve got five hundred more! Right here!

May—Where’d you get it?

JeErry—Now don’t yell, May! I sold the act!

Mav—You did what?

JeErry—TI sold the act! T took one look at that picture and
sold the act outright to Eddie Garvey and the Sherman Sisters
for five hundred cash. Now don’t get sore, May! It was the
only thing to do!

May (slowly)—No, I'm not getting sore, Jerry, but—

GEORGE (coming to life)—You sold the act to the Sherman
Sisters?

Jerry—My God, if people once took a mule and a covered
wagon, just because they heard of some mud that looked yellow,
and endured hardships and went all the way across the country
with their families—fought Indians, even—think what it’ll mean,
May, if we win out! No more traveling all over the country—
living in one place instead of—
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May (catching some of his excitement)—Okay, Jerry— I'm
with you! You had some helluva nerve, but count me in!

JErRRY—Good for you! How about you, George?

"~ GEorGE—What?

JErrRY—Are you willing to take a chance with us—leave all
this behind and cut loose for Hollywood?

GeorcE—Well, but look—if you sold the act—

JeErrRy—Sure I sold the act! We're going out and try this
new game! Now what do you say?

May—Come on, George!

Jerry—1It’s the chance of a lifetime!

GeorGE—But what’ll we do there?

JErry—We can talk that over on the train! The important
thing is to get out there and to get there fast!

GEeorGE—But if you’ve sold the act— (JERRY gives up,; May
leaps into the breach. They are working in relays now.)

Mavy (as to a child of ten)—George, listen. We’re giving up
the act. We’re not going to do the act any more. Don’t you
understand that?

GeorGeE—Yah, but he sold the act— ([t seems that they sold
the act.)

May——I understand that he sold the act. Look, George.
There is a new invention called talking pictures. In these pic-
tures the actors will not only be seen, but will also talk. For
the first time in the history of pictures they will use their voices.
(And in that moment a notion comes to her. Slowly she turns
to JErry.) I’ve got an idea.

JErRRY—What?

May—T think I know what we’re going to do out there.

It's May’s idea that practically all the motion picture actors
in the world will now be wanting to know how to talk. Few of
them have had any experience in speaking in public and they
will be frightened stiff. Why not open a school of elocution
and voice culture!

Jerry is a little stunned. It’s a swell idea, all right, but what
do they know about elocution? George, for one, never heard
of it. But May is confident. Once she had attended a school
of elocution and she knows the patter. With twenty-five dollars’
worth of books and four days on the train she will know more
about voice culture than the inventor. Right now she knows
enough to practice on George. Let him repeat after her: “Cali-
fornia, here I come!” George does so and it sounds pretty flat.
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But with his stomach in, his chest out and his vision fixed firmly
on an old covered wagon moving slowly across the plains in the
general direction of a marble swimming pool, George is able to
put a lot of feeling into the lines:

“California, here I come!”

“It works, Jerry—it works!” gleefully shouts May.

“And if it works on George it will work on anybody,’
Jerry, as the curtain falls.

’ agrees

A few days later George, Jerry and May are on board a Pull-
man car, Los Angeles bound. They have reached the desert
country of the southwest and the state of their nerves is none
too good. “Jerry is in the middle of his hundredth cross-word
puzzle, George is busy with Variety and the inevitable Indian
nuts, while May gazes straight ahead, a troubled expression in
her eyes.”

May’s principal trouble is listening to George crack nuts. An-
other day of that and she will be raving. How can she concen-
trate on elocution when the cracking of nuts is beginning to
sound like cannons going off! The only place she can find any
relief is in the ladies’ smoker, whither she is now going. She does
pick up a good dirty story there occasionally.

Jerry is worried about May. He and George will have to do
something to keep her spirits up. They’ve got to put up a million-
dollar front or they’re sunk. Jerry knows that.

But May, darting back, has found something more cheering
than anything Jerry could have thought of. In the ladies’ smoker
she has come practically face to face with none other than Helen
Hobart! And Helen Hobart is probably the most widely read
moving picture critic in America. Everybody knows her—even
George reads her stuff. And May used to troupe with her.

“Say,” explodes Jerry, as the full significance of May’s discov-
ery breaks upon him. “If she ever sponsored us we’d have all
Hollywood begging to get in. She’s a powerful, important lady,
and don’t you forget it.”

Convinced that at the worst they have nothing to lose, they
send the porter to tell Miss Hobart that May Daniels is on the
train and would like to see her.

In meeting Miss Hobart it is May’s idea that they should be
very careful. “If you ever let her know we’re just a small-time
vaudeville act you’ll get the prettiest freeze-out you ever saw.
Unless she thinks you’re somebody she won’t even notice you.”
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It is May’s idea that George and Jerry should let her do all
the leading. She knows how to impress the Hobart type.

And then Helen Hobart appears. A woman of early middle
life, “she positively glitters. Jewels stud her person from the
smart diamond arrow in her hat to the buckles of her shoes, and
her entire ensemble is the Hollywood idea of next year’s style a la
Metro-Goldwyn.”

Miss Hobart is delighted, positively delighted, to find her old
friend on the train. And May does what she can to convince
her that the excitement is mutual. Mr. Hyland, May explains
by way of the introductions, is her business manager, and Dr.
Lewis is her technical advisor. They have been in England for
eight years, which naturally explains their almost complete ig-
norance of the fact that Miss Hobart is probably the most
widely circulated newspaper syndicate feature in the United
States, as Helen admits she is.

“If you don’t know, my dear, I can’t quite tell you all,” Miss
Hobart protests. “But I think I can say in all modesty that I
am one of the most important figures in the industry. You know,
it was I who gave America Gary Cooper and Rex the Wonder
Horse. Yes, I've done very well for myself. You know I always
could write, May, but I never expected to be k¢ Helen Hobart!
Oh, T can'’t tell you everything, one—two—three, but movie-goers
all over the country take my word as law. Of course, I earn a
perfectly fabulous salary—but I'm hardly allowed to buy any-
thing—X’m simply deluged with gifts. At Christmas, my dear—
well, you’ll hardly believe it, but just before T came East they
presented me with a home in Beverly Hills!”

“No kidding!”” ejaculates May, in spite of herself.

Heren—They said I deserved it—that I simply Zived in the
studios. I always take an interest in new pictures in production,
you know, and suggest things to them—and they said I ought
to have a home I could go to and get away from the studios for
a while. Wasn’t that marvelous?

May—DMarvelous!

HELEN—TI call it Parwarmet. I have a penchant for titles.

May—You call it what?

HeLEN—Parwarmet. You see, T always call my gifts after the
people who give them to me—rather a nice thought, you know.
And T didn’t want to offend anybody in this case, so I called it
after the three of them—Paramount, Warner, Metro-Goldwyn—
the first syllable of each. Parwarmet.
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GeorcE—Won’t Fox be sore?

HeLEN—Oh, no, Doctor. Because the Fox studios gave me
a wonderful kennel, and I have twelve magnificent dogs, all
named after Fox executives. But listen to me rattling on and
not asking a word about you/ Tell me what you’ve been doing.
And what in the world took you abroad for eight years? The
last I heard of you—

May (quickly)—Yes, I know. Well, of course, I never ex-
pected to stay in the theatre—that is, not as an actress. I always
felt that I was better equipped to teach.

Heren—Teach?
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